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Give me the writing of the ballads of a nation, and yon may make its laws. — FUtcher of Saltoun, 

For her is ttie Golden Harp with which to celebrate the victory over sorrow and disappointment — the 
flolntion of the problem unsolvable to the selfish world, the final triumph of Love over Pain. 

VNTien the song's gone out of your life you can't start another while it's a-ringin* in your ears, but it's 
best to have a bit of silence and out of that maybe a psalm '11 come by-and-by. — Edward Garrett. 

I have a passion for ballads. They are the gypsy children of song, bom under green hedge-rows in the 
leafy lanes and by-paths of literature — in the genial Summer time. — H. IV, Longfellow, 



l203MAmT8rfttfi. 
Opp. city Wuii, vj.i^N 

NEW YORK. 
HARPER & BROTHERS, FRANKLIN SQUARE. 

189I. 



; \KS 5"'- * ■ hArVARU COILlGE LlBftAnV 



FROM 
THE BEQUEST OF 
VERT iANSEH WENDELL J 
t918 



Pnmi "My Playmate, 



The winds so sweet with birch and fern 

A sweeter memory blow; 
And there in Spring the veeries sing, 

The song of long ago. 

John Greenleaf WhitHer. 



After traveling the country for thirty years William Nicholson became a packless peddler^ 
and fell into "a way of drinking." This led from bad to worse, and the grave closed in gloom 
over the ruins of a man of true genius. Poor Nicholson, besides his turn for veise, was an ex- 
quisite musician, and san^ with a powerful and sweet voice. One may imagine the delight of a 
lonely town-end, when Willie, the packman and the piper, made his appearance with his stories 
and jokes and ballads, his songs and reels and "wanton wiles. '^ There is one story about him which 
has always appeared to me quite perfect. A farmer in a remote part of Galloway, one June 
morning before sunrise, was awakened by music ; he had been dreaming of Heaven and when 
he found himself awake, he still heard the strains. He looked out, and saw no one, but at the 
comer of a grass-field he saw his cattle, and young colts and fillies, huddled together, and look- 
ing intently down into what he knew was an old quarry. He put on his clothes, and walked 
across the neld, everything but that strange wild melody still and silent in this the "sweet hour 
of prime.'' Ashe got nearer the "beasts," the sound was louder; the colts with their long 
manes, and the cows with their wondering stare, took no notice of him, straining their necka 
forward entranced. There in the old quarry, the^ young sun_**glintin' " on his face, and resting 
on I ' 
anc 




and time by tne prosaic farmer, tne poor teliow said : " Me an' tnis quany « s * ' 

I've mair pleesure in pipin' to the daft cowts than if the best leddies in the land were figurin' 
away afore me." — Dr./ohn Broztmy of Edinburgh, 



Our thanks are due to Publishers for copyright favors, and to Prof. Cari« MaTZ for invaluable 
aid here gratefully acknowledged. The Compiler may be addressed through Messrs. Harper & 
Brothers, in reference to Old Songs that have been popular favorites, and will be glad to have 
suggestions from any persons who are interested. Some of the best seledUons in the various Num- 
bers have been suggested by lovers of song in different parts of the country, often widely separated. 
The full list of Contents of the several Numbers may be had on application to the Publishers. 
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LOVFS GOLDEN DREAM. 



LiNXMAY Lennox. 
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1. I hear to-night the old bells chime Their sweetest, softest strain, They bring to me the olden 

2. I look in - to your love-lit eyes, I hear your gen - tie voice, You come to me from Para- 
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time, In visions once again : Once more across the meadow land, Beside the flowing stream, We wander, 
dise, And bid n;iy heart rejoice, Sweet vision fade not from my sight, I would not wake to pain , But dream 
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darling, hand in hand, And dream love*s golden dream : Love's golden dream is past. Hidden by 

at the por - tals bright, I clasp your hand a - gain : Lx)ve*s golden dream is past. Hidden by 
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mists of pain, Yet shall we meet at last, 
mists of pain. Yet shall we meet at last, 



Never to part a - gain. 
Never to part a 



gam. 
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Probably no hymn of recent origin has become a 
greater favorite than ''Abide with me : fast falls the 
eventide." Several years ago, the Rev. James King, of 
Berwick-upon-Tweed, in England, collected and colla- 
ted fifty two representative hymnals used in various 
branches and by the various parties in the Church of 
England at home and abroad, and all of them pub- 
lished between 1863 and 1885. These he regarded 
as a committee, each member of which could, as it 
were, give one vote for each approved hymn. Thus, 



if a hymn was found in fifteen hymnals, then it was 
credited with fifteen votes or marks of approval; if 
found in twenty hymnals, twenty marks; and so on. 
The hymns thus found to rank highest were, All praise 
to Thee, my God, this night. Hark ! the herald angels 
sing, Lo ! He comes with clouds descending. Rock of 
Ages, cleft for me, each of which received fifty-one 
marks. Then comes Abide with Me, with forty-nine 
marks, followed by Awake, my soul, and with the sun, 
Jerusalem the golden, Jesus, Lover of my soul, Sun of 



GENTLE ANNIE. 



Andante mosto. 



AHoanie mosto. ^ % I 1^ 



Stbpkkn C. Foster. 



1. Thou wilt come no more, gen -tie An-nie, Like a flower thy spir - it did de- 

2. We have roamed in youth 'mid the bow-ers Wlien thy down - y cheeks were in their 

3. Ah! the hours grow sad while I pon-der Near the si - lent spot where thou art 
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part. Thou art gone, a - las, like the ma-ny That have bloomed in the summer of my 

bloom, Now I stand a - lone 'mid the flowers, While they mingle their perfume o'er thy 

laid, And my heait bows down when I wander By the stream and the meadows where we 
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heart. Shall we nev - er more be - hold thee, Never hear thy winning voice a - 
tomb. Shall we nev - er more be - hold thee, Never hear thy winning voice a - 
strayed. Shall we nev • er more be - hold thee, Never hear thy winning voice a • 
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gain. When the spring-time comes, gentle Annie, When the wild flow'rs are scattered o'er the plain ? 



By pennission Oliver Ditson Company, owners of copyright. 
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my soul, Thou Saviour dear, and When I survey the 
wondrous Cross, with an equal number of marks. Of 
the origin of Abide with Me, Mr. King gives the fol- 
lowing interesting account : ** This well-known hymn 
was composed by Henry Francis Lyte,bom in 1793) at 
Ednam, near Kelso, the birthplace of James Thomson, 
author of The Seasons, He took holy orders, and in 
1823, when thirty years of age, was appointed perpetu- 
al curate of Lower Brixham, Devon, where for about 
a quarter of a century he labored amongst the warm- 



hearted, rough 'seafaring population. In the autumn 
of 1847 his increasing weakness demanded change and 
repose* and his medical advisers accordingly nrg^ him 
to pass the coming winter in a more genial clime. Be- 
fore taking his journey he made an effort to address his 
flock once more, and with a wasted frame and hectic 
flush he spoke with deep earnestness. His subject was 
the Holy Communion, and he impressed upon his peo- 
ple the vital importance of close communion with the 
Saviour : < O, brethren, I stand here among you to- 
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day, as alive from the dead, if I may hope to impress 
it upon you, and induce you to prepare for that solemn 
hour which must come to all, by a timely acquaintance 
with the death of Christ.' His voice was heard for the 
last time in the pulpit. With much difficulty he dispensed 
the sacred elements to his sorrowing communicants. Ex- 
hausted with the effort, he was led away from the sanc- 
tuary and lay down on his couch at home, in great weak- 
ness, but with a soul in sweet repose. As the evening 
drew on he handed to a dear relative a manuscript. 



which on being opened disclosed the andying verses, 
< Abide with me : fast falls the eventide,' etc. The 
hymn is founded upon the touching incident, the jour- 
ney to Emmaus when the two dLciples constrained 
Christ to sojourn with them for the night, saying, 
* Abide with us, for it is toward evening, and the day 
is far spent.' Reclining on his couch, the Christian 
poet felt that the shadows of death were gathering 
around him, but with a strong confidence in Christ's 
presence, he knew thkt the deepening darkness would 



HARK! I HEAR AN ANGEL SING. 



W. C. Bakbr. 
R. G. Shrival. 
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Andante. 

1. Hark! I hear an angel sing, Angels now are on the wing, And their voices ringing clear, 

2. Just beyond yon clin of snow, Sil - ver rivers brightly flow ; Smiling woods and fields are seen, 

3. Look ! oh, look, the southemsky Mixrors flow'rs of ev'ry dye. Children tripping o'er the plain, 




Tell us that the Spring is near. Dost thou hear them, gentle one, Dost thou see the glorious sun 
Mantled in a robe of green; Birds and bees and brooks and flow'rs, Tell us all of vernal hours; 
Spring is coming back again. Spring is coming, shouts of glee, Singing birds on bush and tree. 




Ris - ing higher in the sky. As each day, as each day it passes by ? Hark ! I hear an angel sing. 
There the birds are weaving lays For the happy, the happy Springtime days. Just beyond yon cliffof snow. 
And the bee it merry hums. For the Springtime comes, it comes, it comes. Hark ! I hear an angel sing. 
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Angels now are on the wing. And their voices singing clear, Tell us that the Spring is near. 
Sil - ver rivers brightly flow, Smiling woods and fields are seen, Mantled in a robe of green. 
Angels now are on the wing. And their voices singing clear, Tell us that the Spring is near. 
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only remain ' until the day break and the shadows flee 
away.' Already could the eye of faith, piercing 
through the gloom, scan the increasing brightness on 
the celestial horizon, and triumphantly exclaim, * Heav- 
en's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee.' 
He had expressed the wish, * Grant me my last breath 
to spend in song that may not die.' That wish was 
realized, for this hymn, now a universal favorite, was 
the last he composed, and was written only two months 
before his death. He left his home in September, 



1847^ for the south of France, but he returned not again. 
On reaching Nice his bodily weakness became so ex- 
treme that his loving friends saw the end was at band. 
Sinking to rest he pointed upwards, and whispered 
'Peace! Joy! ' His face brightened, and the shadows 
of death melted away before the Sun of Righteous- 
ness." The tune to which it is now almost univer- 
sally sung is * Eventide,' by W. H. Monk,— one of the 
very best examples of modem Anglican tune- writing — 
greatly superior to that to which it was originally sung. 



/ 



8 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



This toaching song, "The Sandso' Dee," by Charles 
Kingsley, occurs in his novel of " Alton Locke." The 
hero says: "After singing two or three songs, Lillian 
began fingering the keys, and struck into an old air, 
wild and plaintive, rising and falling like the swell of 
an iEolian harp upon a distant breeze. * Ah ! now,' 
she said, *if I cotdd get words for that! What an 
exquisite lament somebody might write to it.' . . My 
attention was caught by hearing two gentlemen, close 
to me, discuss a l^autifiil sketch by Ospley Fielding, 
if I recollect rightly, which hung on the wall — a wild 
waste of tidal sands, with here and there a line of 
stake-nets fluttering in the wind — a gray shroud of rain 
sweeping up fix>m the westward, through which low, 
red cliflfs glowed dimly in the rays of the setting sun 
— a train of horses and cattle splashing slowly through 



shallow, desolate pools and creeks, their wet, red and 
black hides glittering in one long line of level light. 
One of the gentlemen had seen the spot represented^ 
at the mouth of the Dee, and began telling wild stories 
of salmon-fishing and wild-fowl shooting — and then a 
tale of a girl, who, in bringing her father's cattle home 
across the sands, had been caught by a sudden flow 
of the tide upon the beach and was found next day a 
corpse hanging among the stake-nets far below. The 
tragedy, the art of the picture, the simple, dreary gran- 
deur of the scenery, took possession of me, and I stood 
gazing a long time, and fancying myself pacing the 
sands. . . As I lay castle-building, Lillian's wild air 
still rang in my ears, and combined itself somehow 
with the picture of the Cheshire Sands, and the stoiy 
of the drowned girl, till it shaped itself into a song."' 



THE SANDS O' DEE. 



Francis Boott. 
Chaklss Kzmgslbt. 
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1. O Ma-ry, go and call the cat • tie home, And call the cat- tie home, And 

2. The creeping tide came up along the sand, And o'er and o'er the sand, And 

3. Oh! is it weed, or fish, or float -ing hairl A tress o' gold -en hair! O' 

4. They rowed her in across the roll -ing foam. The cm- el, crawl -ing foam, The 
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call the cat -tie home. Across the sands o'Dee. The western wind was wild and dank. The 

round and round the sand, As far as eye could see; The blinding mist came pouring down. The 

drown-ed maiden's hair, Above the nets at sea? Was never weed or fish that shone, Was 

cm • el, hungry foam, Toher grave beside the sea; But still the boatmen hear her call, But 
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western wind was wild and dank. Was wild and dank with foam ; And all alone went she. 

blinding mist came pouring down. Came down and hid the land, And never home came she I 

never weed or fish that shone, That shone so fair Among the stakes on Dee ! 

still the boatmen heard her call. Call the cat - tie home. Across the sands o' Dee. 
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Architecture b one of the most fascinating arts, 
and its study has been to many a man a sublime life- 
work. Lincoln and York Cathedrals, St. Paul's and 
St. Peter's, the arch of Titus, Theban temple, Alham- 
bta, and Parthenon, are monuments to the genius 
of those who built them. But more wonderful than 
any arch they ever lifted, or any transept window 
they ever illumined, or any Corinthian colmnn they 
ever crowned, or any Gothic cloister; they ever elab- 
orated, is the human ear. Among the most skillful 
and assiduous physiologists of our time have been 
those who have given their time to the examination 
of the ear, and the studying of its arches, its walls, 
its floor, its canals, its aqueducts, its galleries, its 
intricacies, its convolutions, its divme machinery; and 
yet, it will take another thousand years before the 



world comes to any adequate aj^redation of what 
God did when He planned and executed the infinite 
and overmastering architecture of the human ear. 
The most of it is invisible, and the microscope breaks 
down in the attempt at exploration. The cartilage which 
we call the ear is only the storm-door of the great 
temple clear down out of sight, next door to the immor- 
tal soul. Such scientists as Helmholtz, and De Blain- 
ville, and Rank, and Buck, have attempted to walk the 
Appian Way of the human ear, but the mysterious 
pathway has never been fully trodden but by two feet — 
the foot of sound and the foot of God. — Talmage. 
Instraction by the living voice has this advantage 
over books, that as being more natural, it is also more 
impressive. Hearing rouses the attention and keeps 
it alive far more eflectually than reading. — HamiUon. 
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Henry C. Work was one of our most remarkable 
flong-writers. He often composed the words of a song 
at the " case," as he set up the type, he being a print- 
er, and then, if he had access to music type, would 
also compose in his mind and set up the music, the 
piece seldom requiring more than one or two altera- 
tions, either in the words or the music, and that after 
harmonizing the melody into four parts. He was a 
wonderful man in this particular. He was the author 
of both words and music of more than seventy songs, 
some of the most popular being *< Father, dear Father, 
Come Home," a temperance song; "Babylon is Fall- 
en," " Kingdom Coming," "Wake, Nicodemus," and 
*'Marching Through Georgia," these latter, of course, 
suggested by incidents of the late war. Most of his 
songs were issued in Chicago, where, as a printer, he 



spent many years, though a native of Hartford, Con- 
necticut. He was of a most retiring and modest dis- 
position, and extremely sensitive, a word or look that 
he thought adverse giving him pain. He wrote the 
words and music of the oratorio, "Joy in Heaven," for 
the semi-centennial services of Plymouth Church, 
Brooklyn, during Rev. Mr. Beecher's ministry. He 
never rehearsed the music on an instrument (as, strange 
to say, he was inci^ble of plajring upon any instru- 
ment) and never hcnrd it outside of his own hum- 
ming, which must have been confined only to the melo- 
dies, he not even attending the choir practicings of the 
piece The oratorio and its performance by this ex- 
cellent choir, on this occasion, elicited the praise of ail 
who heard it. He himself first heard it on that Sun- 
day morning and told his friend, Mr. David Scatter- 




UNDER THE WILLOW. 

Andantf. 
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1. Under the willow she's laid with care, (Sang a lone mother while weeping.) Under the willow with 

2. Under the willow no songs are heard. Near where my darling lies dreaming \ Nought but the voice of 

3. Under the willow by night and day, Sorrowing ev-er I ponder; Free from its shadow - y, 

4. Under the willow I breathe a prayer, Longing to linger for -ev-er Near to my angel with 
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gold - en hair. My lit - tie one's qui - et - ly sleeping, 

far - off bird. Where life and its pleasures are beaming, 

gloomy ray Ah! never again can she wander, 

gold - en hair, lu lands where there's sorrowing never. 



Fair, 
Fair, 
Fair, 
Fair, 



fair, and gold • 
fair, and gold • 
fair, and gold • 
fair, and gold • 



en hair, 
en hair, 
en hair, 
en hair. 



( Sang a lone mother while weeping,) Fair, fair, and golden hair. Under tne willow she's sleeping. 
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good, of Philadelphia, that he "thought it sounded very 
well." His " Marching Through Georgia," written 
in Chicago in 1865, and which a recent writer not in- 
aptly st^ed the ** American Marseillaise," on account 
of the inspiring character of the music, he said he nev- 
er heard played in that city ; that the first time he heard 
it was from a brass band on the streets of Philadelphia. 
This music was composed without first putting it into 
manuscript. He did not seem to be aware of his 
wonderful talent for versification and music. During 
the summer of i860 he travelled through California, 
and one morning while camping out he heard the 
beautiful trill of a strange bird. He immediately 
transcribed the notes of the bird music in a letter to a 
lady friend in I^iladelphia, with some graceful and 
appropriate words, asking her to try it on the piano. 



It was regarded by all as weird and beautiful. A popu- 
lar song which he issued in Chicago, entitled "Lost 
on the Lady Elgin," was composed as he set the type, 
and in less than an hour after the telegram was re. 
ceived of the loss of this noted steamer on Lake Michi- 
gan, the song, without the music, was selling in the 
streets of CMcago. "Marching Through Geoigia" 
maintains its popularity to-day as a piece most suitable 
to a brass band. He secured but a moderate compe- 
tence from his productions, often having to go to his 
printer's case to add to his income, but doubtless he 
would have made money had he possessed good busi- 
ness qualities, or properly i^reciated his own genius. 
His "Grandfather's Clock," paid him perhaps best of 
his songs, realizing a handsome sum on the cop]rright. 
He died at his old home at Hartford in 1888. — Letter. 
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The people of a certain locality in Japan, it is said, 
love to tell this story of what is perhaps Uie most beau- 
tiful road in the Japanese Empire, When the great gen- 
eral and law-giver lyecsasu died, his former tributary 
princes vied with one another in rich mortuary gifts to 
perpetuate his memory. One daimio, loving and loyal, 
instead of the customary gift of rare bronze or wrought 
stone, to honor his dead lord, gave firom his forest 
land thousands of cryptomeria trees, which he wisely 
knew would be an ever-growing delight for generations 
in a densely populated region. These young trees, which 
were then but eighteen inches or more in height, he 
planted at equal distances along the two roads leading to 
Nikko,where the body of he dead prince was interred. 



Two hundred years have passed, and the trees so small 
when planted, are giants now whose branches interlock 
across the wide roadway, presenting to the traveler in 
either direction a vista of green as fiv as the eye can 
reach. Extending for thirty miles in one direction, 
and for twenty miles in another, these rows of noble 
trees meet seven miles from the temple where lie the 
ashes of the honored dead, and for this last seven miles 
a double row of trees is found on each side of the road- 
way. In describing this unique and very beautiful 
tribute of respect and affection, a recent traveler says ; 
"Many who visit Nikko may forget the loveliness of the 
mountain scenery, the waterfalls and rushing streams, 
the carving and gilding of the temples, the soft, low 



MY LADDIE FAR AWAY. 

Andant*. 



Miss Lindsay. 



1. Ye'U know him by bis golden hair. And by hb voice so gay, Ye'll know him bj 

2. Ye'U tell him that his moSier's prayer, Is his by night and day, Ye'U tell him thai 



1. Ye'U know him by bis golden hair. And by hb voice so gay, 

2. Ye'U tell him that hb mooter's prayer, Is hb by night and day, 

3. Ye'U find him where the brave men stand, ^n the dreadful bat - tie day; 



Ye'U know him by hb 
Ye'U tell him that he's 
Ye'U raise for him your 



4. Ye'U bring him home when battle's past. So please kind Heaven ye may 1 Ye'U bring him safe - ly 
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face so fair. My lad -die far a -way! 

stiU her care. My lad -die far a -way! 

strong true hand, My lad - die far a - way. 

home at last. My lad -die far a -way! 



Ye'U know him, for there's none so bright, There's 
Ye'U tell him, for there's none so Ught, So 
Ye'U find him there, for none so brave. There's 
Ye'U bring him for I've none so dear, I've 
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none so gay as he, 

light of heart as he, 

none so bold as he; 

none so dear as he, 



I know not one that may compare, 
I would that in his lightsome hours 
I know that in the foremost fight 
And till that day I wait, I pray, 



My bonnie lad, with thee! 
My lad might think on me. 
My bonnie lad will be. 
My bonnie lad to see. 
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tone of the belb, the odor of incense and the chanting 
of priests, but few wUl forget their twenty miles ride 
beneath the over-arching branches of the stately trees. 
AVhat more beautiful memorial could be suggested 
than this which benefits rich and poor, prince and 
coolie, aUke, while mere bronze lanterns and costly but 
dead memorial stones are of no service except as re- 
minders of a bygone age?" These trees have been 
growing for two centuries ; a half-dozen generations 
have enjoyed their coolness, their beauty, their refresh- 
ing to tired eyes and weary limbs ; and they will be the 
delight of generations to come. Surely he who planted 
or caused them to be planted, deserves a place in Par- 



adise with its " sweet fields beyond the swelling flood," 
its flowing waters, pleasant airs, and gently waving 
trees, vocal with the music of birds that haunt their 
branches. For what b Paradbe in the original but 
Park ? And that which is seen by the eye of faith in the 
celestial realm, has its counterpart terrestrial in the very 
thing needed in so many of our busy cities and towns. 
Music has been my incessant occupation since I was 
eight years old. All my energies, all my affections 
have been bestowed upon it, it has long been to me a 
second nature. Music b to me a mistress in every sense 
of the word, whose commands I obey, whose smiles I 
lo ve,whose wrongs move me as no others do. — Sullivan, 
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THE STAR OF GLENGARY. 



II 



Eliza Cook. 
N. J. Storlb. 



Aiulante con es^essicmt. N ^ I I ffH 



1. The red moon is up o'er the moss-covered mountain; The hour is at hand when I promised to 

2. 'Tis lang sin' we first trod the Highlands thegither, Twa frolicsome bairns, gaily starting the 
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rove With the turf- cutter's daughter, by Logan's bright water, And tell her how truly her 
deer; When I ca'd her my life! my ain, bonnie wee wife! And ne'er knew sic joy as when 
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Donald can love! I ken, there's the miller, wi' plenty o' siller. Would fain win a 
Ma-ry was near; And still she's the blossom I wear in my bosom, A bios -som I'll 




glance from her bean-ti - ful e'e; But 
cher - ish and wear 'till I dee ! For 
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my ain bonnie Ma - ry, the star 
my ain bonnie Ma - ry, the star 



of Glen- 
of Glen- 
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gary ! Keeps a' her sweet smiles and saft kisses 
gary ! She's health, and she's wealth, and she's a' good to 
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But my ain 
me! For my ain 
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Ma-ry, the star of Glen -gary! Keeps a' her sweet smiles and saft kisses for 
Ma - ry, the star of Glen - gary ! She's health, and she's wealth, and she's a' gude to 
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My chief interest is in the music of the Bible. The 
Bible, like a great harp with innumerable strings, 
swept, by the Bngers of inspiration, trembles with it. 
So far back as the fourth chapter of Genesis you find 
the first organist and harper, Jubal. So far back as 
the thirty-first chapter of Genesis you find the first 
choir. All up and down the Bible you find sacred 
music — at weddings, at inaugurations, at the treading 
of the wine-press. Can you imagine the harmony 
when those white-robed Levites, t^fore the symbols 
of God's presence, and by the smoktng altars, and the 



candlesticks that sprang upward and branched out 
like trees of gold, and under the wings of the cheru- 
bim, chanted the one hundred and thirty-ninth Psalm 
of David? You know how it was done. One part 
of t^at great choir stood up and chanted, "Oht give 
thanks unto the Lord, for He is good!'' Then the 
other part of the choir, standing in some other part 
of the temple, would come in with the response: 
" For His mercy endureth forever." Then the first 

Sjrt would take up the song again, and say, *< Unto 
im who only doeth great wonders." The other 



THE PALMS. 



J. Faurk. 
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X. Let the palms wave on this most happy day, Let e'en the flowers show mirth and gladness, 

2. Je - sus, thy voice can enter all our hearts, Sing - ing to us of joy and mer - cy. 

3. Je - ru • sa • lem, thou city of our love. Let us our gratitude be tell -ing. 




roll. 



Je - sus is here to take all grief a - way, And free ourhearts from earthly sad - ness, 
Oh, tender one from whom love ne'er departs. Glad - ly we bring our loving souls to Thee, 
Je - sus of Bethlehem now reigns a - bove ; To Him let songs of praise be swell - ing, 




L argo. 



san • na ! let each rejoice, Glo • n - fy God by each his own heart bring 



ing. 
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part of the choir would come in with the overwhelm- 
mg response, " For His mercy endureth forever," until 
in the latter part of the song, the music floating back- 
ward and forward, harmony in accord with harmony, 
every trumpet sounding, every bosom heaving, one 
part of this great white-robed choir would lift the 
anthem, " Oh ! give thanks unto the God of heaven," 
and the other part of the Levite choir would come in 
with the response : " For His mercy endureth forever." 
How are we to decide what is appropriate, especially 
for church music ? There may be a great many differ- 



ences of opinion. In .some of the churches they prefer 
a trained choir; in others, the old style precentor. In 
some places they prefer the melodeon, the harp, the 
comet, the oi^an; in other places they think these 
things are the invention of the devil. Some would 
have a musical instrument played so loud you cannot 
stand it, others would have it played so low you cannot 
hear it. But, while there may be great varieties of opin- 
ion in regard to music, it seems to me that the general 
spirit of the Word of God indicates what ought to be 
the great characteristic of church music. — Talma^fe. 
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CAROL, CAROL, CHRISTIANS. 
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Gud, carol. Christians] Cazol joy-lhl - 17; Carol for the canung of Christ's nativity. And 




pmy a gladsome Christinas For all good Chiktian men. Cuol» carol. Christians, For Christmas come again 
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1. Go ye to the for - est Where the myr • ties grow; Where the pine and 

2. Wreathe your Christmas gar . land Whereto Christ we pray; It shall smell like 

3. Ca • rol ca - rol. Christians! Like the Ma - gi now; Ye must lade your 

4. Give us grace, O Sav-ionr, To put off in might Deeds and dreams of 
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Car - mel on 

cask - ets with 

dark . ness, For 
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be -neath the snow, Gath • er them for Je • sus; 

our fes - tal day; Lib - an • us and Sha - ron 

a grate - fill vow; Ye must have sweet in - cense, 

the robes of lightl And to live so low • ly 
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Wreathe them for His 
Shall not greener 
Myrrh and finest 
As Thy -self with 



shrine; Make His tem - pie glorious With the box and pine, 

be Than our ho - ly chan-cel On Christ's na-tiv- i -ty. 

gold, At our Christ . ma6 al - tar Humbly to un . fold, 

men; So to rise in glo - ry When Thou com'st again. 
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Uncle Tom was much in Eva's room, and it was his 
greatest delight to carry her little frail form in his arms, 
resting on a pillow. He would sometimes walk with 
her under the orange trees in the garden, or sitting 
down in their old seats sing to her their favorite old 
hymns. So bright and placid was the farewell voyage 
of the little spirit — ^by such sweet and fragrant breezes 
was the small bark borne towards the heavenly shores — 
that it was impossible to realize that it was death that 
was approaclung. The child felt no pain,— only a 
tranquil, soft weakness, daily and almost insensibly 
increasing; and she was so beautiful, so loving, so 
trustfril, so happy, that one could not resist the soothing 
influence of that air of innocence and peace which 
seemed to breathe around her. At midnight, — ^strange, 
mystic hour ! — ^when the vail between the frail present 
and the eternal future grows thin, — ^then came the mes- 



senger} On the face of the child there was no ghastly 
imprint, — only a high and almost sublime expression, — 
the overshadowing presence of spiritual natures, the 
dawning of immortal life in that childish soul. Earth 
was past, and earthly pain ; but so solemn, so myste- 
rious, was the triumphant brightness of that face, that it 
choked even the sobs of sonx>w. They pressed around 
her, in breathless stillness. '* Eva," said St. Clare, gen- 
tly. She did not hear. " Oh, Eva, tell us what you see ! 
What is it ? " said her fSsither. A bright, a glorious smtle 
passed over her face, and she said, brokenly, — ^^'Oh! 
love,— joy, — ^peace ! " gave one sigh, and passed from 
death unto life. Farewell, beloved child ! the bright, eter- 
nal doors have closed after thee ; we shall see thy sweet 
face no more. Oh, woe for them who watched thy en- 
trance into Heaven, when they shall wake and find only 
the cold gray sky of daily life, and thou gone forever! 



LITTLE EVA. 

Moderaio, grazioso . _^ 



Moturato^grazioso, -^ k k. * 



Manuel Emilio. 
John G. Wuittikr. 
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1. Dry the tear for ho • ly E - va, With the bless - ed angels leave her, Of the 

2. All is light and peace with E - va. There the darkness cometh nev - er. Tears are 

3. Gen -tie E - va, lov - ing E - va, Child con - fess - or, true be-liev - er, List'ner 



Ml^Ii. 
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form so sweet and fair 
wiped and fet - ters fall, 
at the Mas ter's knee. 



Give to earth the 
And the Lord is 
*«Suf - fer such to 



py=g 
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Weep no 
Oh, for 



^ 
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golden locks of E - va. Let the sun - ny south-land give her Flow*ry pil - low of re 



golden locks of E - va. Let the sun - ny south-land give her Flow*ry pil - low of re - 
more for hap - py E- va, Wrongand sin no more shall grieve her, Care and pain and wea -ri- 
faith like thine, sweet E - va. Lighting all the sol - emn riv - er. And the bless - ing of the 
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pose Orange bloom and bud • ding rose, 

ness Lost in love so mea - sure - less, 

poor Wafting to the heaven - ly shore. 



I 

Or - ange bloom and budding rose. 
Ix)st in love so mea - sure - less. 
Waft - ing to the heavenly shore. 
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WHITE BLOSSOMS. 



W. C. Lbvby. 




MoiUraio Grataoso. 

1. Underaeath the May-tree*s snow-white bios- som, Often have we wandered, you and I, 

2. Underneath the May-tree mem - *ry lin - gers Fondly o'er the bliss two hearts confessed, 




Tail 
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Listening to the mill stream's softest whisper, Like a dream serene - ly glid - ing by. 
When the future seemed so bright and love - ly, As the sun in splendor sank to rest. 
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Happy, happy moments, far too fleeting, Softest whispers loved so well; Hearts with joy, with joy, to- 
FaireSt, fairest blossoms fade and wither. Life's sweet May too soon is gone ; Can, oh, can the hearts once 
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\ ad lib. 




m 



1; Sweetest secrets oft woul 
gether Cold and loveless fade a- lone? Cold and loveless fade a - lone? 



geth-er beating, Ten - der sercrets oft would tell; Sweetest secrets oft would tell, 
mus to-j' *' ^ 



Tf^t^ 
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Underneath the May-tree's snow-white bios- som, Oft - en have we wandered, you and I, 
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List*ning to the mill-stream's softest mu - sic. Like a dream, serene - ly glid -ing by, 
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THE OLD LOCK. 
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Quasi recitative. 



-J- 



F. E. Wbathbrlt. 
MU.TON Wbllings. 
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"Lock! lock! a-hoy!"l. He is calling from the riv - cr, He is pull -ing up the stream, The 



bv^::^^^ ^ ^ ^ E F F IF f f g ' B 
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fhand, " Oh. 
misty, rippling river. Where the willows hang and dream ; He sees me where I stand, He calls and waves his 
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love, the river winds so slow along the meadow land.*' ** Lock ! lock a - hoy 1 " The ri v - er bears it 




r-fs 
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on, Love echoes in the heart, Love echoes in the heart. Love echoes in the heart, When 



^)\ rr hIC: 
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_ ro//. Moderato. 



all we love are gone. 2. There is moonlight on the riv - er^ And I 
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hold my darling's hand. And gaze into his loving eyes. And know and understand; And the 
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boats pass to and fro. But no one e*er can know The song the willows sing us As 



H\\i^"^\iw Mi'rrr:tLe 



D.S. Moderate. P -«= 




rippling waters flow. 



3. I was dream -ing, on- ly dream -ing, For he is gone, is 




i=^Luij:JJj1JJ:JU^ Ii j jlj i ^j l .^ 



gone, But the misty, rippling river, It flows for - ev - er on. The poplars bend and sigh, But they 



^-^ 
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cannot 



heed my cry, O love, my love, the days of old. The summer time gone by! 
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Lode 1 lock a • hoy ! *' The river bears it on. Love echoes in the heart. Love echoes in the heai^ 
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Love echoes in the heart,When all we love are gone ; Love echoes in the heart,When all we love are gone I 



Ari*^ 
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The riiythmic sense maybe perverted and weakened : 
I. By song-exerdses lacking a definite rhythmic form, 
or clumsy and uninteresting in this respect; 2. By with- 
holding example in the singing lesson and allowing the 
pupil to plod on by himself through the exercise, losing 
the sense of it; 3. By constant harping upon the scale 
simply, " a very poor tune in itself because it has no 
rhythm;" 4. By that mode of studying the relation of 
sounds which divorces them from time-keeping. What 
has been said of rhythm in the mode of its appeal to 
the child's nature is essentially true of melody. Pitch- 



relations are primarily and fundamentally perceived ut 
connection, in some tune-form, not by thinking of or 
classifying single tones. This is the sensible method 
for early childhood. The way to learn to sing is to sing, 
something, — some strain containing a melodic thought. 
The arbitrary study of single sounds may give an out- 
ward show of precocious facility, but fails to touch the 
inner sense. The arrangement of words in a sentence 
has as much to do with its meaning as the words them- 
selves. So with a tune form; it consists, indeed^ of 
single sounds; but take these one by one, or change 



THE FISHER BY THE STREAM. 



1. ''Fish - er, if be -side that stream Thou nast stood since break of day, Hast thou seen a 

2. *<This canne*er my true love be. She was full of life and light. E'en the lil - ies 

3. «Ohl the red was on her lips. And the light was in her eye. And the lil - ies 



knr?f'Mffrfi'f-F i Ffp i "fri' ^ 
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or 
be 
the 



La - dye fair. Wandering up 
on her breast Can - not yet 
on her breast Had not had 



down this way?" "I have stood be - side this stream 
fad • ed quite; She hath eyes wide o - pen clear» 
time to die." Then I flung me on the grounds 



evffFippfp i ^ f n i PFfTifF^ 



Solemnly and plaintivtly. 



^' j j j: j-g J j-y^^j.'>f i jj jlj^ ^ 



All day long," the Fish-er said, ''I have seen no La -dye here, Save the La - dye 
Lips and cheeks of healthy red." "I have met no La - dye here, Save the La - dye 
Oh! the passionate tears I shed, ''Would that I were in that stream, With the La - dye 

V-i _. _ I. ^ 



i^-^f p i "fffPfr' i r'rl"f i Mjip:F 



J*f' and ^tHtivefy. 



who 



is dead. Wa - ly, _ wa - ly, wa - ly, _wa - ly, Float - ing down the stream." 



^ . ^P^^A^if ^Vrg f I f ■ f ,^c^ 



their arrangement, and the meaning which for any real 
musical culture we ought to preserve , is lost. The little 
child perceives melody as he perceives a flower, — as a 
whole. He cares no more 'or the separate pitch-ele- 
ments which entered into its construction than he does 
for the broken fragments upon the florist's work -bench ; 
nor should he. There is no doubt that many a primary 
teacher who is a good singer of school songs, and who 
has a suitable collection of them, even if she attempt 
nothing more, is giving far more desirable and rational 



instruction than she would do if she were to substitute- 
for them what is sometimes fondly characterized as 
" more intelligent practice." Any teaching that ignores 
the age, condition, and real needs of the learner is never 
more, but always less, intelligent. The sneering objec- 
tions to " rote," so often heard, we may safely pass 1^ as 
wholly gratuitous. Those who make them conveniently 
forget that all the best graces of the musical art, from 
the beginner to the finished performer, are acquired by 
means of careful pattern and imitation. — IV. S. Tilden. 
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FAR O'ER THE SEA 

Mo€Urato. 



G. KlNGSLEY. 

Fblicia Hbmams. 



^JJ \ l.i^ \ ^ JJ \ A\i IhU} 



1. Where are the vin-tage songs, Wandering in glee ? Where dance the peas-ant bandB, 

2. Where floats the myr-Ue scent O'er vale and lea? When eve • ning oedls the dove 

3. Where are sweet eyes of love Watch -ing for me ? Where, o*er the cab - in roof. 



m. 



I f\Hy\fir\t-ffftv-\ 
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Joy . ous and free? Un • der a kind blue sky, Where doth 
Home -ward to flee. Where doth the or • ange gleam Soft on 
Waves the green tree? Where qieaks the ves - per chime Still of 



.„ 1 # ^ 
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my birth - place 
my na • tive 
a ho - ly 
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o*er the sea. 
o'er the sea. 
o*er the sea. 



lie? Far o'er the sea, 

stream? Far o'er the sea, 
time? Far o'er the sea, 
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Far o'er the sea. Far 

Far o'er the sea. Far 

Far o'er the sea. Far 



ipT^ i r b'gi^ ^ 
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SUMMER SONG. 



mi.i \ i ^; i «^^ 



Lrrn.B Folks. 



P? i i'r;^i^j'/ 



1. Tm, ri, m. All hail. 

2. Tra, ri, ra. All hail, 

3. Tra, ri, ra. All hail, 

:e It tf: 



si The 



the summer months I The summer light is glow - ing, The 

the summer months ! On sea, and lake, and foun • tain, On 

ye summer months 1 With light and hap • py meas-ure,We 




summer breeze is blow - ing ; 
hill, and plain, and moun-tain; 
hail your hours of pleas • ure ; 

m m m t ^ — ^- 
mi — »- 
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Yes, yes, 
Yes, yes. 
Yes, yes, 

ztzztziz 



yes. We greet the sum-mer months, 
yes, We hail the sum-mer months, 
yes, All hail, bright sum-mer months. 
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" The maid of the little turret, of the veil and of the 
lute," says Sir Walter Scott, in Quentin Durward, " sung 
exactly such an air as we are accustomed to suppose 
flowed from the lips of the high-bom dames of chiv- 
ally, when knights and troubadours listened and lan- 
guished. The words had neither so much sense, wit 
or fancy, as to withdraw the attention from tl^e music, 
nor the music so much of art, as to drown all feeling 
of the words. The one seemed fitted to the other, and 
if the song had been recited without the notes, or the 
air played without the words, neither would have been 
worth noting. It is therefore scarcely fair to put upon 
record lines intended not to be said or read, but only 
to be sung. But such scraps of old poetry have always 
had a sort of fascination for us, and as the tune (of 
" County Guy ") is lost forever — unless Bishop hap- 
pens to find the notes, or some lark teaches Stephens 



to warble the aur — we will risk our credit, and the 
taste of the Lady of the Lute, by preserving the verses, 
simple and even rude as they are. Whatever the 
reader may think of this simple ditty it had a powerful 
effect on Quentin, when married to heavenly airs and 
sung by a sweet and melting voice, the notes mingUng 
with the gentle breezes which wafted the perfume of 
flowers from the garden, and the figure of the song- 
stress being so partially and obscurely visible as to 
throw a veil of mysterious fascination over the whole." 
The wbh of superintendents to have vocal music 
included in the opening exercises of our town and coun- 
try schools is disregarded by many teachers — ^not be- 
cause they dislike the idea, but rather because they 
have signally failed to make singing in school a suc- 
cess. Many teachers have used well-known hymns, 
and, though sometimes successful, have met with diffi- 



THE SUN O'ER THE MOUNTAIN. 



H. R. Bishop. 
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1. The 

2. The 

3. The 



sun is o'er the moun • tain. Where is my love? I've waited by the 
sun is brighter shin • ing, Where is my love? The fawn by brooks re- 
evening shades are fall • ing, Where is my love? The night -in -gale is 



#-jt. 
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foun - tain. Where is my love? Oh! haste thee, dear, Oh I naste thee. 



foun - 
clin - 
call - 



tain, Where is my love? 
ing. Where is my love? 
ing, Where is my love? 



Oh ! haste thee, 
Oh! haste thee. 
Oh! haste thee, 



dear, 
dear, 
dear, 



Oh! haste thee. 
Oh! haste thee, 
Oh! haste thee. 




m 




For all, 
For all, 
For all 



all that's 
all that's 
once 



fair, seems fair 
fair, seems fair 
fair, seems droop 
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est here, 
est here, 
ing here. 



S£^ 



culties. Often there are not books enough to supply 
all, or, if there be, the smaller ones who cannot read 
may not be interested, and generally not more than 
half the school will sing. Every teacher has, or should 
have, a copy of some popular collection of school 
songs. In die morning, before the pupils arrive, let 
some one copy on the blackboard, fix>m this book, the 
first verse and chorus, if there be a chorus, of any good 
song the book contains. After the school is called to 
order let the teacher read the written words once, for 
the benefit of the smaller ones, and then sing them 
once to give all an idea of the tune. Let the whole 
school rise and join in singing them a second time. 
In singing them over two or three times the words 
will be memorized by a majority of the pupils, and all 
will have a good idea of how they should be sung. 
Take a verse each day and one song after another 



during the term. Thus only one book may be neces- 
sary, while the attention of all is secured. If those 
who have failed to make vocal music in school a suc- 
cess will give this method a fair trial, instead of look- 
ing forward to the morning exercises with dread, they 
will find them afford bodi pleasure and benefit to 
teacher and pupil, this not for a day but for a life-tune. 
Has the time not come when we should demand 
that all institutions which train teachers for the pub- 
lic schools shall afford such musical advantages as 
are necessary to properly prepare them for the posi- 
tions they must hold? Simple justice will dictate that 
the expense of such instruction should bear some rea- 
sonable relation to the salaries which teachers receive. 
Until some adequate means for the preparation of 
teachers is afforded. Music can never hold the place 
in any system of education which it rightly deserves. 
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W. Mozart. 
Sir Walter Scott. 
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I. O County Guy, the hour is Digh, The sun has left the lea. The orange flower per - 
3. The village maid steals thro' the sh^e, Her shepherd's suit to hear ; To beauty shy, by 
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fiimes the bower, The breeze is on the sea ; 
lat • tice high. Sings high-bom cav • a • lier ; 



The lark his lay who trilPd all day, Sits 
The star of love, all stars above, Now 
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Guy? 



hnsb'd, his partner nigh : Breeze, bird, and flow*r, confess the hour, But where is County Guy. 
reigns o'er earth and sky; And high and low the influence know, But where is County Guy? 
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THE ROBIN SONG, 

AUtgrttU. 



Old Melody. 



ufii^\^^^^-^^-^=^M^*itni 
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1. Two rob • in red-breasts, in a nest, Had lit -tie rob -ins three. The mother bird sat 

2. One day the sun was warm and bright. All shining in the sky : The mother said, " My 

3. I know some lit -tie boys and girls, And oft it makes me sigh, Who,when they're told do 
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still at 
lit • tie 
this, or 



^ 
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home, Her mate sang mer • ri - ly : 
ones, 'Tis time that you should fly;" 
that, Inquire •« What for ?" or" Why ? " 



And all the lit - tie rob - ins said, " Wee 
And all the lit - tie rob -ins said, "I'll 
Oh, how much bet - ter if they'd say, " I'll 
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wee, wee wee, wee wee," And all the lit -tie 
try, I'll try, I'll try," And all the lit - tie 
try, I'll try, I'll try I" Oh, how much bet -ter 



rob - ins said, ** Wee wee, wee wee, wee wee." 
rob -ins said, "I'll try, I'll tiy, I'll tiy." 
if they'd say, "I'll try, I'll try. I'll try!" 
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It is natural for children to invest everything about 
them with the attributes of life. The moon has a man 
in it ; the pansies are little flower faces, smiling at them ; 
the baby ball likes to rock in the hand-cradles, and the 
mammas keep very still not to waken it. Songs and 
rhymes, which personify natural objects, are especially 
dear to the child*s heart. <* The sun came to say good 
morning to me in my bed," one child said, " and I 
called, * Good morning, glorious sun.* " The moon as 
a shepherdess, with stars for her lambkins, is a favorite 
conceit. In his Levana^ Richter says he has frequently 



carried thi^ play of the imagination so far as to repre* 
sent the infant Christ seated in the moon, surrounded 
by none but good children, and adds: " In after years, 
when the children gaze upon the moon, a wonderful 
joy will fill their souls. It is the morning breeze of 
your childhood which fans you, oh, my children!'* 
The pressure of life and the practical side of it is 
brought to bear too early in our schools. Is the kin- 
dergarten the only place where there is opportunity for 
the gratification of the child's tendency to idealize, and 
for the culture of the child's imagination ? — Wheehck, 



AVE MARIA 



FkAMZ SCHUftBXT. 




Adagio. 

A - ve. Ma - ri 

2. A - ve, Ma - ri 

3. A - ve, Ma - ri 



ly Maid! Oh, deign to hear a maiden's 
er dear ! The heath on which we now lie 
our prayer! If still by thy protection 




vow, To thee we humbly look for aid, 

sleeping, A down bed seems if thou be near, 

blest, No spir - its of the earth or air 

fe tf: is^ jm-* -m- rT" r^ 



To thee, to thee in sup - pli- 
To guard us in thy ho • ly 
Shall dare, shall dare to break our 




ca 

keep 

peace 



tion bow. The heart with sin and sorrow laden, Beneath thy care shall find repose ; Then 
ing. When thy soft smile creation cheer • eth, To rest is luU'd the stormy gale ; The 
ful rest, Thy child with care and sorrow la - den, In lowly supplication bows; Be 




hear, oh, hear a lowly maiden, And soothe the anguish of her woes! A-ve, Ma-ri - 
moon more sil v'ry white appeareth ; The dew shines brighter o'er the vale ! A - ve. Ma - ri - 
near, we pray thee, Holy Maiden, O Virgin Mother, hear our vows! A - ve, Ma-ri 



^V i\ \ \ ^"# £Ig i^M*'HF" f. 



£«=:: 



To conquer the ear, Handel struggled on from the 
time when his father would not let him go to school lest 
he should learn the gamut and become a musician, and 
from the time when he was allowed in the oigan loft 
just to play alter the audience had left, one voluntary, 
to the time when he left to all nations his unparalleled 
oratorios of Esther, Deborah, Samson, Jephthah, Ju- 
das Maccabeus, Israel in Egypt, and the Messiah, the 
soul of the great German composer still weeping 
in the dead march of our great obsequies, and tri- 



umphing in the raptures of every Easter morn. To 
conquer the ear and take this gate of the immortal 
soul, Schubert composed his immortal <* Serenade," 
writing the staves of the music on the bill of fare in 
a restaurant, and went on until he could leave, as aT 
legacy to the world, over a thousand compositions in 
music. To conquer the ear and take this gate of the 
soul's castle, Mozart struggled on thro' poverty until he 
came to a pauper's grave, but he left to the world the 
Requiem and the G minor Symphony. — Talmage, 
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Charlbs Gounod. 
Transcription from Back. 
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Moderate, 

A - w, Ma - ri 
A - ve. Ma - ri 






gra - ti ' a pie - ^^ , Z>^ 
Thou h^py moth - er, God 
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/tf - cum/ Be ' ne ' die - ta tu in mu - /# e • ri-bus! 

with thee. Bless • ed, bless - ed art thou a - bove ... all moth - ers, 




et be ' ne- die - tus fruc - tus ven - tris tu - i^ Je - sus. 

Since ... in Bethlehem came ... to thee . . . the an - gel of the Lord. 




Sane - ta Ma • ri • a, sane - ta Ma - ri - a, Ma • ri - a, O - ra pro 

Honored and bless - ed, hon - ored and bless - ed Ma - ri - a, moth - er of 




no - bisy no 
Je - sus, In 
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bis pec -ea -to • ri-bus^ nunc et in ho - - ra, in 
fant Re - deem - er, Bom ... to save us from our 
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sins . . . and all our heav - y woes! 



A - ve! 
A - men I 
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The teaching of music in schools lays a foundation 
for the culture of later life. Such is the constitution 
of society at the present day that no education can 
be called finished which does not embrace some 
knowledge of music. For the acqubition of its prin- 
ciples, the period of school life offers the greatest facil- 
ities. The mind is then plastic and in its most recep- 
tive state : the emotions, the sympathies, are in full 



play. Voice and ear, so obedient to external impres- 
sions, are flexible and susceptible to cultivation. If 
there be any lack of << musical ear," it may now 
be overcome. It frequently happens that children 
apparently deficient in ear and voice rapidly attain 
both under suitable training. A great mistake is there- 
fore committed in excluding any child from the bene- 
fits of musical instruction on this account. — Tourjee, 
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LORENA 

Andante espressivo. 



J. P. Webster. 
H. D. L. Webster. 




The years creep slowly by, Lo - re - na. The snow is on the grass again,The sun's low down the sky, Lo- 
A hundred months have passM, Lorena, Since last I held that hand in mine. And felt that pulse beat fast, Lo- 
We loved each other then, Loiena, More than we ever dared to tell ; And what we nught have been, Lo- 
The sto - ly of that past, Lo - re -'na, Alas! I care not to repeat. The hopes that could not last. Lo- 




re - na, The firost gleams where the flow'rs have been. But the heart throbs on as warmly now As 
re - na, Tho' mine beat faster far than thine; A hundred months, 'twas flowery May When 
re - na, Had but our lovings prospered well — But then, 'tis past, the years are gone, I'll 
re - na. They lived, but only lived to cheat; I would not cause e'en one re - gret To 
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when the summer days were nigh ; 
up the hilly slope we climbed, 
not call up their shadowy form; 
ran - kle in your bosom now; 
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can nev - er dip so low A - 

the dy - ing of the day. And 

to them, <* Lost years, sleep on ! Sleep 

we. try we may for - get," Were 
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down affection's cloudless sky ; The sun can never dip so low Adown affection's cloudless sky. 
hear the distant church bells chimed, To watch the dying of the day, And hear the distant church bells chimed, 
on, nor heed life's pelting storm." I'll say to them," Lost years, sleep on. Sleep on, nor heed life's pelting storm." 

words of thine long years ago ; For " If we try we may forget," We re words of thine long years ago. 
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Yes, these were words of thine, Lorena, 

They burn within my memory yet; 
They touched some tender chords, Lorena, 

Which thrill and tremble with regret. 
'Twas not thy woman's heart that spoke; 

Thy heart was always true to me : — 
A duty, stem and pressing, broke 

The tie which linked my soul with thee. 
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It matters little now, Lorena, 

The past — ^is in th' eternal Past, 
Our heads will soon lie low, Lorena, 

Life's tide is ebbing out so fast. 
There is a Future! O thank God, 

Of life this is so small a part! 
'Tis dust to dust beneath the sod; 

But there, up there^ 'tis heart to heart. 



By permission Oliver Ditson Company, owners of copyright. 
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WHERE THE FADED FLOWER. 



HORATTOS BONAR. 
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1 . Where the faded flower shall freshen, Freshen never more to fade ; Where the shaded sky shall brighten, 

2. W here no shadow shall bewilder; Wiere life's vain parade is o'er; Where the sleep of sin is broken, 

3. Where the hidden wound is heal-ed; Where the blighted life reblooms, Where the smitten heart the freshness 




Snghten ne v- er more to shade ; Where the sun -blare n^er scorches ; Where the star-beams cease to 
And the dreamer dreams no more; Where the bond is nev-er severed — Partings, claspings, sob, and 
Of its buoyant youth resumes ; Where the love that here we lav-ish On the with'ring leaves of 
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irs the ech - oes Of the wood, or wave, or hill; 
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chill; Where no tem-pest stirs the ech - oes 
moan. Mid - night waking, twilight weep - ing, 
time, Shall have fade-less flowers to fix on. 



the wood, or wave, or hill ; 
Heav-y noontide — all are done; 
In an ev - er spring-bright clime ; 




Where the mom shall wake in gladness. And the noon the joy prolong; Where the daylight dies in fragrance 
Where the child has found its mother. Where the mother finds her child. Where dear families are gathered. 
Where we find the joy of lov - ing As we nev-er loved be-fore ; Loving on unchilled, unhindered. 
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'Mid the burst of ho - ly song — "j 

That were scattered on the wild — y Brother, we shall meet and rest, 'Mid the ho - ly and the 

Lov-ing once, for -ev- er - more — J 
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blest; Broth -er, we shall meet and rest 
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'Mid the ho - ly and the blest 
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Like Haydn, Mozart most willingly devoted the 
morning to composition, from six or seven o'clock till 
ten, when he got up. After this, he Hid no more for 
the rest of the day, unless he had to finish a piece that 
was wanted. He always worked very irregularly. 
When an idea struck him, he was not to be drawn 
from it. If taken away from the piano, he continued 
to compose in the midst of his friends, and passed 
whole nights pen in hand. At other times he had 
such a disinclination to work that he could not com- 
plete a piece till the moment of its performance. In 
the well-known case of the famous sonata for piano 
and violin, which he wrote in hot haste at Vienna, in 



1784. for Mile. Strinasacchi, he had time only to write 
out the violin part, and performed the work the next 
day without putting his own part on paper. The 
autograph manuscript — seventeen pages in length — 
is now in England, and confirms the truth of the story. 
Mozart had before him the violin part, with the ac- 
companiment staves below it, mosdy blank, but with 
here and there a few bars to indicate a change of 
figure or modulation, etc. These occasional bits of 
accompaniment, like the violin part, are in pale ink. 
The remainder, which he filled in afterward, is in black 
ink. Thus the original state of the paper can be 
clearly made out and the feat appreciated. The 



MELLOW NOTES OF HUNTER'S HORN. 

LH,€ly. S 
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1 . The mellow notes of the hunter's horn O • vcr the hills sound sweet and clear. Its tones arc on the 

2. With speed of wind from his merciless foes Over the turf the deer now bounds. And hunter's heart with 

3. The deer now mounts o'er yon hill so high; Sweetly the horn sounds far below; Our fleet steeds o'er the 
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breezes borne. And the bay of the hounds I hear. Hark ! 

pleasure glows. While the horn in the dis - tance sounds. Hark ! 
turf now fly, And they stop not for brooklet's flow. Hark I 



hark! 
hark! 
hark! 



hark I 
hark! 
hark! 
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Tra la la, tra la la, tra la la la la la la 



The horn so clear re • 




overture to Don Giovanni, perhaps the best of Mozart's 
overtures, was written only the night before the first 
performance, and after the general rehearsal of the 
opera had taken place. About eleven o'clock he 
retired to his room, begging his wife to make him 
something to drink,. and to stay with him in order to 
keep him awake. She accordingly began to tell him 
fairy tales and funny stories, which made him laugh 
till the tears came into his eyes. He, however, became 
so drowsy that he could only go on while she con- 
tinued to talk, and whenever she stopped he fell 
asleep. The efforts which he made to keep himself 
awake, together with the work in which he was en- 



gaged, so fatigued him, that he allowed himself to be 
persuaded at length by his wife to take some rest, on 
condition that she should wake him again in an hour's 
time. He slept so heavily that she suffered him to 
repose for two hours; at five o'clock she awoke him. 
He had arranged that the copyists should come at 
seven ; and by the time they arrived the overture was 
finished. They had, however, scarcely time to write 
out the orchestral parts before the performance, and 
the players had to execute it without a rehearsal. 
Some critics profess to point out in this overture the 
passages where Mozart, in his weariness, fell asleep, and 
those where he suddenly woke again. — Macmillan, 
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The bridge of the violin is a very important agent 
in regulating an instrument. No general rule will 
serve for this matter. Some instruments require the 
bridge thick, others thin; some a close grain, and 
others the contrary. The bridge should l^ fitted as 
accurately as the post, and as though it grew from the 
belly, the feet touching equally all round. Tail 
pieces are better quite free from ornaments, which 
uequently cause the instrument to jar disagreeably. 
The strings are of great importance. They should 
be adjust^ to be in perfect fifths. This is essential; 
otherwise it is impossible to play double notes cor- 
rectly in tune. It may be done with a little trouble. 



When the instrument is in tune on the open notes, 
place the fingers across the strings; for example, at 
B on the second string, and F on the first string. If 
the fifth is imperfect, tune one string a shade higher 
and try again. If then perfect it requires a smaller 
string. If not, tune a shade lower than the perfect open 
fifth; if then right when tried as before, it requires a 
thicker string. A good bow is as important as a good 
violin. The Tourte family of Paris were for three 
generations famous for their bows, and Francis Tourte, 
who died in 1835, is rated the Stradivariusof the bow. 
His bows were always light, flexible, and straight, 
highly finished, and made of the finest Brazil wood. 



FORESTERS BOLD. 

ModeraU. 



Alpink Mblody. 
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1. Come, hunt-ers, come, young and old, Lu-rel u • rel lu — for • est - exs 

2. £^e o'er vine- yard and fold, Lu-rel u - rel lu — for • est - ers 

3. Here a - gain, shall our strain,.... Lu-rel u - rel lu — for - est - ers 
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bold. Care not for storm or for " cold — Lu - rel u - rel lu — for - est - ers bold, 
bold. Day's parting sig - nal hath told — Lu - rel u - rel lu — for - est - ers bold, 
bold. Shall _ our strain sound a - main — Lu - rel u - rel lu — for - est - ers bold. 
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Swit-zers stout, lu-rel u - rel lu — All must out — ^lu-rel u - rel lu — And nothing doubt — 
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lu-rel u - rel lu— For - est - ers bold. From hill - side and hoi - low. Come, 
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fol - low, lads, fol - low. With lu - rel u - rel lu, lu-rel u -rel lu, For-est - ers bold. 
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It is the concurrent testimony of teachers in whose 
schools Music has been properly taught that, far from 
proving a hindrance, it has everywhere been found a 
positive advantage. That this is possible will readily 
appear, for it promotes the harmonious operation of 
the intellect, permeating and blending, and at the 
same time invigorating and stimulating, all the facul- 
ties. Especially is it an aid to graceful and finished 
reading and speaking, two fundamental requirements 
of elegant education, and, I may add, among the 
most difficult of attainment. The child is imitative, 
but for which he would never learn to speak. He is 
also instinctively musical, and enjoys a pleasing quality 
of voice. His ear, cultivated by the singing lesson, 
assists him to reproduce this; and thus a habit of 



melodious speech is fostered and encouraged. The 
harsh, unpleasant tone, and the drawl and sing-song 
so characteristic of school recitations, may thus be 
eradicated, and distinct articulation, proper inflectioa 
and intonation, substituted. To a common standard 
of musical utterance, of agreeable and polished intona- 
tion, all may be brought by the suitable use of song; 
and, had its adoption no other result than promoting 
flexibility, facility, and correctness in speaking and 
reading, it should abundantly commend itself to Amer- 
ican educators. But it directly aids in the discipline of 
the school, and is thus a power in the teacher's hands. 
Its presence in the opening exercises tends to overcome 
the turbulence with which the boy enters the school 
room, affording a safety-valve through which his too 



WEARY. 

Andante nan tro^o. 



Virginia Gabrisl. 
Florbncb L. Cartbr. 



A a Anaante nan troppo, i ^ |^ ^ k. k. 



1. Weary of living, so weary, 

2. Weary, so weary of waiting, 

3. Tired, so tired of drifting. 



Longing to lie down and die. To find for the sad heart and 
Waiting for sympathy sweet, For something to love, and to 
A-down the dark stream of life, Tired of breasting the 
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dreary, The end of the pilgrimage nigh, 
love me, And pleasures that are not so fleet, 
billows, The billows of toil and of strife. 



Weary, so weary of wish - ing. For a 
For a hand to be laid on my forehead, A 
Wishing and waiting so sad - ly. For 



^ 



^^^ 



rrrrrrftr|ffrpn-||-rf^ 



? 




w^^^^^m, 



4-qjg^ 



f 



form that has gone from my sight, For a voice that is hushed to me ever. For eyes that to me were so bright, 
glimpse of the golden brown hair, For a step that to me was sweet music. And a brow that was noble and fair, 
love that was sweetest and best. Willing to die, oh I so gladly, If that would bring quiet and rest. 
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great exuberance may expend itself, and agreeably 
bridging the interval between muscular and intellectual 
activity. Later in the daily session, it calms and soothes 
the irritation and restlessness consequent upon confin- 
ing study, and provides a cheerful preparative for labor 
yet to come. As a sanitary measure, the suitable teach- 
ing of music in schools cannot be too highly commended. 
An opposite opinion has, until recently, extensively 
prevailed ; but careful investigation and experience have 
triumphantly refuted it, and have established the con- 
clusion that, so far from being injurious, singing is one of 
the most efficacious means for giving strength and vigor 
to all the physical organs it calls into action. Like other 
parts of the body, the vocal organs are developed and 



strengthened by use. Singing quickens the cu-culation, 
arouses the bodily activities, expands the lungs, promotes 
a habit of free and lengthened respiration, and imparts 
increased vigor to the whole system. The best author- 
ities agree in commending it as a sanitary exercise ; and 
the celebrated Dr. Rush declares his conviction that the 
German people are largely indebted for their exemp- 
tion from pulmonary diseases, to the strength which 
their hings acquire in the practice of vocal music, which 
may be said to be universal among them. — Tourjee, 
Some of our greatest actors, especially of the female 
sex, become so completely engrossed in the parts they. 
play as to lose for the time the sense of their person- 
ality and to be, rather than act, the characters assumed. 
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I WOULD THAT MY LOVE/ f.m»»««,»h. 



AlUgrttto com moto. \ 



AlUgrttto com moto. 

1. I would that my love could si - lent - ly flow in a sin - gle word ; I'd 

2. To thee on their wings, my fairest, that soul • felt word they would bear, Should'st 
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y breezes, They'd waft it away in sport, Pd give it the merry breezes, They'd 



give it the me;rry breezes. They'd waft it away in sport, I'd give it the merry breezes, They'd 
hear it at ev'ry moment, And hear it ev'ry where, Should'st hear it at ev'xy moment, And 
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waft it away in sport, away in sport, away in sport, they'd waft it away in sport. 3. At 
hear it ev'ry where, and ev'ry where, and ev'ry-whcre, and hear it ev'ry-where. 
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night, when thine eyelids in slumber have closed those bright heavenly beams. Still there, my love, it will 
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haunt thee, e'en in thy deepest dreams. Still there, my love, it will haunt thee, e'en in thy deepest 
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dreams, e'en in thy deepest, thy deepest dreams, E'en in thy deepest, deep • est dreams. 




This charming song of Mendelssohn's may be sot^ as a Duet, as m the original. 



30 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



I always thought I was fond of music, but since I 
visited Matilda in Boston I've had my doubts about it. 
I hadn't been there a day before Matilda said to me, 
« Now, father, we're goin* to have a mtmceUe^ and I do 
hope you'll enjoy it!" Of course I would enjoy it. 
You know how fond I am of them famous old Scotch 
songs you used to sing, and how I'm always ready to 
jine in when anybody strikes up Coronation. *< This 
will be the best music you ever listened to," she said. 
The night of the concert you ought to have seen the 
folks pour in, all silks and satins and flowers. Matilda 
wore, well I don't rightly know what, but pretty soon 
we all got quieted down, and then a German, with 
long hair and a great bushy beard, sat down to the 
piano and began to bang them keys I There was thun- 



der down in the bass, and tinklin' cymbals up in the 
treble. The lady that sat aside o' me whispered when 
there was a minute's stop, *' Do you distinguish the 
different motives ^ " I didn't see what anybody's mo 
tive could be working so hard to make a noise, and I 
said so. She smiled behind her fan, but I don't know 
what at, whether it was the music or me. When the 
piece stopped, everybody hunmied and whispered to 
each other how lovely it was, and a good many told 
the German how much obliged they were, but I didn't 
say a word. Then a tall woman, all fixed up with silks 
and furbelows, sung a piece that most made my hair 
stand on end, it went so high, and had so many ups 
and downs in it. She was master smart, anybody could 
see that, but somehow I didn't fancy that kind of singin'. 



THREE KINGS OF ORIENT. 



Old Carol. 
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1. We three kings of Orient are. Bearing pifls we traverse far Field and fountain, moor and 

2. Bom a babe on Bethlehem's plain, Gold we bring to crown Him again ; King for ever — ceasing 

3. Frankincense to ofler have I; Incense owns a De-i-tv nigh; Prayer and praising all men 

4. M > rrh is mine ; its bitter perfume Breathes a life of gath'ring gloom ; Sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, 

5. Glorious now behold Him rise. King and God and Sac - rifice; Heaven sings ** Hallelujah ! " 
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mountain. Following yonder Star. Oh, 

never — Over us all to reign. Oh, 

raising. Worship Him, God on high. Oh, 

dying, Seal'd in the stone-cold tomb. Oh, 

** Hal - le - lu - jah ! " earth replies. Oh, 



star of wonder, star of might. Star with roy - al 

star of wonder, star of might. Star with roy • al 

star of wonder, star of might. Star with roy - al 

star of wonder, star of might, Star with roy - al 

stsur of wonder, star of might, Star with roy - al 
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beau - ty bright. Westward lead - ing, still 
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proceed - ing. Guide us to the perfect light 
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The last three verses may be sung, each by a different voice, to represent die Wise Men. 



It made me uneasy. When she was climbin' up to her 
high notes, I wondered if she'd ever get there, and 
when she dropped down agin I wanted to say, <* Now 
y-^u've got through it safe once, don't try that agin I " 
Will, pretty soon Matilda came round to me and whis- 
pered, " Father, how do you like it? " «* I don't care 
mu jh for it," says I. " It's a little too much like frosted 
cake when you want plain bread." She laughed, and 
in a minute I heard her sayin' to one o' the performers, 
" My father's a little old-fashioned, you see, and would 
you mind?" What do you suppose happened then? 
Why, that woman that sung the trills and warbles stood 
up, and, without any piano-playin' at all, sung "Ye 
Banks and Braes" and "John Anderson." How she 
knew what I liked I never could tell, but she sung the 



songs I've loved since I was a boy, and when she got 
through, the tears were streamin' down my cheoks. 
'* Bless you, my dear! " says I, and I went up to her 
and shook boUi her hands and it seemed to me she 
liked the songs herself, for when she looked at me, 
her eyes were wet too. I had a beautiful time, but I 
suppose it's no use thinkin' I appreciate real music. 
So old Farmer Greene told the story of the musicaU^ on 
returning from the city home of a charming daughter. 

There is a remarkable law of the S3rstem by which 
actions at first requiring much attention are, idter fre- 
quent repetition performed with a much less degree of 
it. or without the mind being conscious of any efifort. 
This is exemplified in processes of daily occurrence, 
as reading and writing, but most remarkably in music 
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MtcRABL Haydn. 



I. Stil - le Nacht. oei-li-ce Nachtl Al - les schUlft. ein - sam wachL 



I. Stil 
3. StU 

3. Stil 



le 
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le 



Nacht, 
Nacht, 
Nacht, 



bei-li-ge Nachtl 
heili-ge Nacht! 
hei - li - ge Nacht! 



Af . les 
Hir . ten 
Gott - es 



schUlft, ein 
erst kund 
Sohn, o 



sam wacht, 
ge - macht; 
wie lacht, 

J... 
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Nur 

Durch 

Lieb 



Hoi • der Kna - be im lo 



das traute hoch hei • li • ge Paar, 

der En - gel Hal- le - lu • ja! Tdnt es laut von fern und nah: 



m 



ge flaar, Hoi • der Kna - be im lo - ckigen Haar, 

lu • ja! Tdnt es laut von fern und nah: 

aus del- nem gdtt • li - chen Mund. Da uns schlSgt dir ret - ten • de Stund\ 
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SchUf 
Christ, 
Christ, 



in himm • li - scher Rub t 
der Ret • ter, ist da! 

in dei - ner Ge • buit, 



Schlaf in himm • li - scher Rub I 
Christ, der Ret • ter, ist da I 

CbriA, in dein • er Ge - hurt 
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IN EXCELSIS GLORIA. 



f" . i .Ji,M^. I ' TTTTi 



Thibaut, xtS4. 



1. Christ is bom of maid - en fair; Hark! the her - aids in the air! 

2. Shep • herds saw those an • gels bright Car • ol - ing in glo - rious light; 

3. Christ is come to save man • kind. As in ho - ly page we nnd. 
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Thus a • dor - ing hear them there, 

<*God, His Son, is bom to - night 

There - fore sing with rev - *rent mind, 

• -I 



ex - eel - sis 
ex - eel • sis 
ex • eel • sis 



glo 
glo 
glo 



ri . a!" 
ri - a!' 
ri . a!'» 



God, His Son, is bom to - night In ex - eel • sis glo • ri - a!" 
"here -fore sing with rev -'rent mind, **In ex • eel • sis glo - ri - a!" 
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IRISH EMIGRANTS LAMENT. 




Wm. R. Dbmmtrr. 

Hblbn Sblina Shbktdam. 

(Lady Dupfbrin.) 






Gm esprestiofU. 

1. I'm sitting on the. stile, Ma-ry, Where we sat side by 

2. The place is lit • tie changed, Ma - ry. The day as bright as 

5. Youis was the brave, good heart, Ma - ry. That still kept hop - ing 

6. I thank you for the patient smile, When your heart was fit to 
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side, On a 
then, The 

on, When the 

break, When the 
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bright May mom - ing, long a - go, When first you were my bride. The 

lark's loud song is in my ear. And the com is green a - gain ! But I 

trust in God had left my soul. And my arm's young strength was gone; There was 

hun • ger pain was gnaw - ing there, And you hid it for my sake; I 
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com was sprmging 
miss the soft clasp 
com - fort ev - er 
bless you for 



fresh and green. And the lark sang loud and high. And the 

of your hand, And your breath warm on my cheek, And I 

on your lip, And the kind look on your brow; I 

the pleasant word. When your heart was sad and sore; Oh, Tm 
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red was on your lip. Ma - ry. And the love-light in your 

still keep list'ning for the words You nev - er - more will 

bless you for that same. Ma - ry, Tho' you can*t hear me 

thank - ful you are gone, Ma - ry, Where grief can't reach you 



eye. And the 

speak. And I 

now, I 

more I Oh, I'm 
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red was on your lip, Ma-ry, 

still keep list'ning for the words 

bless you for that same. Ma - ry, 

thank - ful you are gone. Ma - ry. 



And the love -light in 
You nev • er - more 
Tho' you can't hear 
Where grief can't reach 



your eye. 

will speak, 

me now. 

you more. 
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. 3. 'Tis but a step down yon • der lane, And the lit - tie church stands near, ?he 

4. I'm ve - ry lone ly now. Ma • ry, For the poor make no new friends. But 

7. I'm bidding you a long farewell, My Ma • ry, kind and true, But I'll 

8. And often in those grand old woods, I'll sit and shut my eyes. And my 
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church where we 
oh I they love 
not for - get 
heart will trav 



¥ere 
them 
you, 
el 



wed. Ma - ry, I see the spire from here ; But the 

bet - ter far. The few our Fa - ther sends! And 

dar - ling. In the land I'm go - ing to. They 

back a - gain. To the place where Ma - ry lies. And I'll 
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graye-yard lies be • tween, Ma-ry, And my step might break your rest. For I've 

you were all I had, Ma-ry, My bless- ing and my pride; There's 

say there's bread and work for all. And the sun shines al - ways there; But I'll 

think I see the lit - tie stile. Where we sat side by side; And the 
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laid you, dar - ling, down to sleep. With your baby on your breast, For I've 

noth - ing left to care for now. Since mv poor Ma - ry died, There's 

not for - get old Ire - land Were it fit - ty times as fair. But I'll 

springing com, and the bright May mom. When first you were my bride . And the 
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laid you, dar • ling, down to sleep. With your ba - by on your breast, 

noth - ing left to care for now. Since my poor Ma - ry died, 

not for - get old Ire - land Were it fif - ty times as fair, 

springing com, and the bright May mom. When first you were my bride. 

■3^ ^ -^^^ 
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Mr. Darricott, of Boston, relates the following inter- 
esting story of the first visit of Mr. James Chickering 
the " father of the American piano" to the instrument, 
' then in its primitive state, which is now associated with 
his name the world over. Mr Darricott remembers 
hearing his father relate the following recollections 
many times. A gentleman named Barrett removed 
to New Ipswich, during the war of 1812, when many 
persons temporarily left the city of Boston, fearing a 
Dombardment by the British. Here he carried on large 
mills and became quite wealthy, for those da3rs. He 
built a large and elegant house which is still standing, 
and laid out spacious grounds. He imported a piano 
from England, a very rare thing to do in those days, 



and of course it became the wonder all through that 
remote region. During one of his school vacation visits^ 
about 1838, <* Madame Barrett" — who died the same 
year, aged ninety-three — ^m a conversation with me 
relative to the success and fame of Mr. Cbickermg, 
with whom we were all intimately acquainted, said, 
'*The first piano Mr. Chickering ever saw was this 
one," alluding to that near which we were then stand- 
ing and upon which her grand-daughter, who married 
Mr. John S. Dwight of the " Joximal of Music," was 
then playing. Mrs. Barrett said a young man called 
and, saying he had heard of their having a piano im 
the house, asked if he might see it. He gave bis 
name, and stated that he had come from a town in. 



THE WIFE'S WELCOME. 



I. B. WOODBUST. 
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1. The hearth is swept, the fire is bright. The kettle sings for thee; The cloth is spread, the 

2. Comehoine,love;bome,thytaskisdoDe,Theclockticks list'ningly. The blinds are shut, the 
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now 1 wait for 
boy is on my 



lamps are light, The hot cakes smoke in 
cur • tain down, The arm - chair to the 
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nap - kins white. And 
fire - side drawn, The 
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DOW I wait for 



And 
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thee, 
knee. 
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And now I wait for thee. 
The boy is on my knee. 



And 
The 



^ 



boy is 



^ 



wait for thee, 
on my knee. 
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now I wait for thee, 
boy is on my knee. 



And now I 
The boy is 



wait for thee, And now I 
on my knee. The boy is 



wait for thee, 
on my knee. 



Thy task is done, we miss thee here; 

Where'er thy footsteps roam. 
No hand will spread such kindly cheer. 
No beating heart, no listening ear. 

Like those which wait thee home. 



Aha ! along the crisp walks fast 

That well-known step doth come, 
The bolt is drawn, the gate is past, 
The babe is wild with joy at last,— 
A thousand welcomes home. 



the neighborhood on purpose to see the instrument. He 
was kindly shown the piano by Mr. Barrett, who en- 
tered into a pleasant conversation with him, drawn to- 
ward him by his modest, genial character, associated 
with a calm, self-trustful manner of speaking. After 
a prolonged and minute examination of the instrument, 
he remarked, in a very quiet way, ** I think I could 
make one," of course very much to the astonishment 
of the lady, who was utterly incredulous of any such 
latent powers or of any such remote possibility of re- 
sult. ** Why, young man," she exclaimed, " this was 
brought away across the ocean from Europe." "Still," 
he quietly replied, "• I think I could make one." She 
afterwards heard that he had made one; and since 



then the whole world, on both sides of that great ocean,, 
has heard that he has made many, compared with 
which that little modest instrument would hide itself 
and blush, if it were a sensate thing, unless the knowl- 
edge of the service it had perform^ in awakening the 
latent powers of that young man made it swell with 
pride. This is all I can recall of the simple incident 
of which you ask me, — ^simple, yet one of those pivotal 
points on which the world swings forward in the pro- 
gress of any art or accomplishment. I think Mr. Chick- 
ering started the tide of improvement to which many 
currents contributed in securing the present grand 
result The first piano on which he worked, is now in the 
museum of the New England Conservatory of Music. 
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PAT MALLOY. 



DiOK BouacAULT. 
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1. At sixteen years of age [ was my mother's fair-haired boy, She kept a lit - tie 

2. Oh, England is a pur - ty place, of goold there is no lack, I trudged from York to 

3. From Ireland to A - mer - i - ca a • cross the seas I roam, And ev • 'ry shil - ling 
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huckster shop. Her name it was Mol-loy;** I've fourteen children, Pat," says she, "which 
Lon- don with my scythe up- on my back; The English girls are beau- ti - ful, their 
that I get, ah, sure I send it home; Me mother could not write, but one there 
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heav'n to me has sint. But chil - der ain't like pigs, you know — they cannot pay the 
loves I don't decline. The eat - ing, and the drinking too, is beau - ti - ful and 
came from Father Boyce;'< Oh, heaven bless you, Pat," says she — I hear me mother's 




rint!" 

fine; 

voice! 



She gave me ev - 'ry shilling bright that she 
But in a cor • ner of my heart, which no • 
But now I'm going home a -gain, as poor 



had in the till. And kissed me fif - ty 
bc> - dy can see. Two eyes of I - rish 
" I be-gan, To make a hap-py 
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Oh, heaven bless you, Pat," says she, " and 
Oh, Molly, dar - lin*, nev - er fear, I'm 
Me pockets they are tmp • ty, but me 



times or more, as if she'd never get her fill, < 

blue are always pecp-ing out at me! 

girl of Moll, and sure I think I can. 




don't forget, my boy, That ould Ireland is your country, and your name is Pat Mal-loy!" 
still your own dear boy — ^Ould Ireland is me country^ and me name is Pat Mal-loy. 
heart b filled with ioy ; For ould Ireland is me country, and me name is Pat Mal-loy. 
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DREAMING GOLDEN DREAMS. 

Andante Poco mosso. 



R. Baxnbtt. 
Salvatorb Scudbri. 
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1. Slum • ber, slum - ber, dreaming gold - en dreams, Gamer love's flow'rets in thy heart. 

2. Slum - ber, slum - ber, dreaming gold - en dreams, Gamer love*s flow'rets in thy heart. 



mf'VAf K pif'p^if ^FFFif FF'^ H^ 



H^J:J: I J J'j;;ij : -j :l j- j J l j jv Qj 



"When a hap - py, hap - py bride thou art, Joy for - ev - er oe will 
Thou art like un - to the eve - ning star, Shin - ing soft - ly on _ m; 
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with 
my 
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thee, Joy for- ev - er be 
way. Shin - ing soft - ly on 
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with thee, 
my way. 
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Heaven's an - gel, earth's de - light, 
Heaven's glo - ry, earth's de - light, 
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To the mom a dew - y rose. Loving sun - shine on thee glows, Queen of beauty and 
To the mom a dew - y rose. Loving sun - shine on thee glows, Queen of ^beauty and 
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love, Lov - ing sun - shine on thee glows, Slum 

love, Lov -ing sun - shine on thee glows. Slum - 



ber, Heaven's 
ber. Heaven's 
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itt time. 
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ber. Thou art like the summer 

ber. 



an - gel, earth's de - light, slum 

an - gel, earth's de - light, slum 
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room • ingy When night's shadows fade a - far. Loving sunshine on thee glows. Slum - 




HOW HAPPY WE HAVE BEEN. 

Alltgro meeUrato. 



T. Bakbx. 
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P "•" I ' [hand, In 

1. Beside the old mill-stream I stand ; I've sought the spot once more Where oft we've wander'd hand in 

2. Yes ! tho' for - ever far apart Our paths in life must be, Still dear to this for - saken heart Will 
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days whose joys are o'er: And tho' we ne'er shall meet again, Fond mem'jy loves the scene, To 
be those days and thee. 'Mid high-born dames, gay oav-a-liers, Tho' you forget the scene, Here 
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whis - per, tho* all's changed since then, How hap-py we have been! And tho' we ne'er shall 
I'll re - mem - ber, thro' sad years, Huw hap-py we have been! 'Mid high-bom dames, gay 
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I [been. 

meet again, Fond mem'ry loves the scene, To whisper, tho' all's chang'd since then, How happy we have 
cav-a-liers, Tho' you forget the scene. Here I'll remember, thro' sad years. How happy we have been ! 
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Among the men who were pioneers in the work of 
teaching music in the schook of this country was Mr. 
James C. Johnson, bom in 1820, author of " Ho, Ho, 
Vacation Days," and other favorite songs. At our re- 
quest he sends a brief sketch of long and active service, 
in which he says : — ^The life of a common music teach- 
er cannot have much of general interest in it, and I do 
not suppose my career will seem to be of sufficient im- 
portance for description, except so far as it is associated 
with the " reminiscence " period of musical culture and 
education in this country. In 1827, 1 stood at the low- 
est place in the Hancock School, Boston, which city 
has been my home for about sixty years. Music in 
schools was then unknown, and it was supposed that 
only here and there a boy or girl could learn to sing. 
The bo3rs of Boston used to learn to sing and whistle 
about two songs per year, the favorite one year being, 



" When I was bound apprentice" in famous Lincoln- 
shire." So five years of my life passed in school, play- 
ing about the historic North End, in listening to my 
brother, A. N. Johnson, now (1889) living in New Jer- 
sey, who began his musical career by tolling the Church 
bell, then ringing it, then graduated to the chiming bells 
of the Old North Church (of Paul Revere memory), 
then to its organ/ then to the musical profession — ^this 
last much to the grief of religious fHends, who thought 
the piano teacher a man on the downward road. When 
about twelve years of age, with most of the people of 
Boston, I was electrified by the news that Lowell Mason 
was giving concerts, with a Juvenile Choir of two hun- 
dred girls and boys. People flocked to hear this 
" almost miracle," that so many girls and boys in one 
neighborhood could learn to sing. I went to a concert 
in Bowdoin street Church, ( Dr. Lyman Beecher*s,) 



FRESH AND STRONG. 

Anda$at. 




1. Fresh and Strong the breeze is blowing. As yon ship at an - chor rides; Sullen waves incessant 

2. Dreary east winds howling o'er us ; Mire and ice and snow and sleet ; Clay lands knee-deep spread be- 
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sides : So my heart, its course im - peded, Beats in 
feet; Knees must reel as marches quicken; He our 
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flowing. Rudely dash against 
fore us; Aching forms and froz - en 
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I still deny it 
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my per - turb - ed breast ; Doubts, like waves by waves succeeded. Rise and still deny i 

leader £u%s as we; Ranks but thin as corpses thicken; We will die for such as 
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and it seemed like the music of Heaven to me. It is 
hard to realize, at this day, the perfect novelty, the 
great astonishment, of this new thing. A few days after- 
ward, I was standing in the entry of the basement of 
the church, listening to the wonderful singing of this 
Juvenile choir, peeping in to see this wonderful teacher, 
and trying to muster courage to go in and beg to be 
included among the happy singers. Mr. Mason, as I 
saw him, was a man of about forty years of age, with 
short iron-gray hair standing up straight fix>m his head, 
with a square sort of face, and the manner and ways 
of what he was — the best teacher in the country on the 
Pestalozzian plan. School was over, and the scholars 
dispersed, and I still did not quite dare to enter, when 
a gentleman visitor saw my state of mind, led me in and 
introducing me as *' a young gentleman, a suppliant on 
jrpur bounty, who wishes to & united to your choir." 



That was the moment which decided for me the choice 
of a profession for life. Some years afterward I was 
appointed teacher of the same choir, which was the 
" Juvenile Choir of the Boston Academy of Music." 
In the same l>asement vestry the adult choir or chorus 
of the Academy met for their rehearsals. The cream 
of the adult choir belonged to Mr. Mason's choir of 
seventy people, who did the singing upstairs, Dr. Ly- 
man Beecher being the minister. The adult and ju- 
venile choir together may be said to have contained the 
germs of the great musical progress of the country, 
then and there commenced. In the girls' and boys' 
choir which I now joined, there were many who after- 
ward became prominent as teachers and singers, and 
the younger Masons, who afterward became " Mason 
Brothers," and " Mason & Hamlin," were there. In 
iS35> 1 graduated at the Boston High School, after a 
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severe drill in mathematics by Thomas Sherwin, and 
pretty thorough work in other studies. After this fol- 
lowed a year and a half in Albany, and two or three 
years in South Carolina, for the benefit of my health. 
On the way thither the vessel was wrecked off the 
Hatteras coast, and of 130 souls aboard more than two- 
thirds were lost. During the four years of my absence 
a great event in music had taken place. Mr. Lowell 
Mason, with the cordial assistance of the Academy and 
of the best men in Boston, had introduced the teaching 
of singing as a regular branch in the public schools. 
As his former pupil, I naturally became one of his as- 
sistants in the work, others being Mr. Geo. F. Root, 
4he well known song writer, Mr. Albert Drake, and my 
brother, A. N. Johnson, who was also organist, and 
leader of the largest choir in Boston next to Mr. 
Mason's, and a prominent teacher of piano, organ and 



singing schools. Now followed, ibr about fifteen years, 
a most busy time of piano study and teaching, playing 
the organ, and the teaching of children's classes. In 
addition to my own schools, I frequently took the place 
of Mr. Mason and others in instructing their schools, 
so that, at that time, I came more or less into contact 
with all the masters and pupils in the Grammar Schools 
of Boston ; the method being to assemble all but the 
youngest pupils in the " Grammar " room, to write 
blackboard exercises, to drill in scale-singing and in- 
tervals, to practice and criticise the song singing. There 
was no study of music outside of tins lesson, which 
was given, I think, at first twice a week. In 1847, it 
occurred to me to give a flower-bedecked May Festival, 
with the Boston' Academy's Juvenile Choir of which I 
was teacher. It was suggested by little May-day par- 
ties that I had seen at the South. As a novelty, the 



HAPPY AND MERRY. 



W. RSBVS. 

Chaklbs Dibdin. 



ifiiji.f.j'.rJ.rj'i.rff;jv i iJfJ:.MVri^ 



1 . How gai - ly the linnet sings, perched on the thorn, And carelessly pecks the red berry, An 

2. The innocent lamb lightly fiisks o'er the lawn. While the wolf in dark covert will bury ; From 
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em - blem for man To read if he can, 
guilt - y dismay, He shuns the bright day. 



That while by no bad deed the conscience is torn, ' 
Ah ! when with remorse the foul conscience is torn, No 
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heart may be happy and merry, and 
heart can be happy or merry, or 



merry. The heart may be happy and merry, 
merry, No heart can be happy or merry. 
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concert and May Festival made its sensation, and was 
undoubtedly the origin of all flower festivals and con- 
certs which were for a time, as they have been at in- 
tervals since, quite popular. As soon as my means and 
leisure permitted I went to Europe to study the tech- 
nique of the piano. Here I spent a delightful but 
laborious year and a half in Frankfort-on-the-Main. 
For a while, I had eight hours' practice on piano and 
four hours' study in Carman per day ; then, when this 
was too much, six hours on piano ; also a concert or 
opera every night; when possible, tramping around the 
historic city, reading its history and romance, vbiting 
its environs, woods, fields and vineyards, securing ev- 
ery flower in its season, with brief visits to ruins and 
legend-haunted mountains ; seeing Mozart manuscripts, 
hearing Mendelssohn and Moscheles play, hearing the 
lady sing who sang in « Fidelio " to Beethoven, etc. 



Snyder von Wartensee gave me sensible advice; Bay- 
ard Taylor visited me on his " Tour Afoot ; " a young 
friend and I went to Heidelberg. And so the few 
busy months passed, and I was again at my post in 
Boston, teaching what I had learned on the piano, tak- 
ing up my juvenile classes and some of the public 
schools again, and beginning the work of setting words 
to music by translating fifty German school songs for 
Mr. Lowell Mason At this time I was giving piano 
lessons in Brookline, a beautiful suburb of Boston, and 
teaching one of the schools. For their benefit, I gave 
an Autumn Festival, with the town hall decked with 
colored leaves, sheaves, fruit, com, etc., and in Decem- 
ber made them a German Christmas-tree festival, an 
enlargement of what I had seen on the Rhine. Brook- 
line had many refined and pn^essive people, and thb 
festival was welcomed to their hearts, and at once 
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copied in their homes. Similar festivals in various ves- 
tries and halls in Boston and vicinity, fixed the custom, 
and it spread everywhere. Doubtless the pretty trees 
would have made their way over the water sooner or 
later, and I did not invent Uiem. But " doing a thing 
before your face and showing you how," does what 
many years of reading about it fail to do. Some time 
later there befel me one of those afflictions, little in 
themselves, but potent in effect. I had been " always 
singing " and was almost tireless in vocalization. But 
in a moment, while singing the Hallelujah Chorus in 
a large society, something snapped in my side, and my 
singing voice was gone forever. It was only a little 
interc^tal muscle, but it grated somehow on the 



nerves and affected the breathing, and I have never 
since been able to sing Old Hundred once through, or 
to talk in a large hall, without feeling faint and hoarse. 
So my concert and large chorus work was over. I 
have, however, had no trouble in teaching small classes^ 
helping myself with the piano, and such is the refining 
power of adversity, that I have been much more suc- 
cessful as a teacher by having to depend on my ''teach- 
er's talent,'' and not on my voice. Finally I drifted into 
this great store of the Oliver Ditson Company, where, 
for twenty-three years, I have translated, corrected or 
revised music, etc. It has happened here that most 
of the remarkable improvement in the work of Amer- 
ican composers has passed before my eyes. About 



THREE POOR MARINERS. 

Moderato. 



A. D. 1609. 
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1. We be three poor ma - ri-ners. New- ly come from the seas; We 

2. We care not for those mar- tial men, That do our states dis - dain; But 
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spend our lives in jeop • ard - y, While others live at ease. Snail we go dance the 

we care for the merchant - men Who do our states maintain. To them we dance this 
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round, the round, the round? Shall we go dance the round, the round, the round? And 
round, around, around. To them we dance this round, around, around; And 
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he that is a. jol - ly boy. Come pledge me on this ground, a-ground, a-ground. 
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thirty years ago also I took up a work of instruction 
which was verypleasant. I was called to prepare the 
girls of an orphan asylum for their anniversary, and 
we became so mutually attached that I have given them 
weekly lessons ever since. Plain teaching by good 
methods has produced, sometimes I think, very good 
results there. Edward Everett Hale has been the diap- 
lain about as long as I have been music teacher, and 
the children are to us " Daughters of the King." The 
contemporary musical events that were side by side 
with my experience are perhaps the only thing of in- 
terest in it. Mr. Ditson started his music store about 
the time I began to study and teach. I was one of his 
early customers, and have lookad over most of his 



stock — so small was it — to find a song for my classes 
that was not a love song or a drinking song. Marches 
and quicksteps were then the highest attainment 
of American composers in instrumental music. The 
Boston Academy went on in its good work by means 
of publications, lectures, and musical conventions, until 
the new system was thoroughly introduced over the 
country. The teaching of music in schools has devel- 
oped a wonderful amount of musical talent, and now 
there are plenty of good solo and quartet singers, with 
plenty of good music of American composition. I re- 
member the playing of the first great pianist, Rabeman, 
about 1S42, which was considered little less than mi- 
raculous. Many Americans now play as well as he did. 
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A strange shrill call suddenly rent the air. Any one 
who had never heard it would naturally have looked 
up to see whether a hawk or fiedcon might be discerned 
in the shining blue; but the sound was followed by 
others, falling on the ear more gently, now at intervals, 
now in succession, a monotonous, mournful melody, 
rising and sinking, and ebbing away through the stilly 
landscape. And even the unaccustomed listener would 
have found out by this time that it was some shepherd's 
pipe sendmg its voice through the valley. But ere 
long the sorrowful strain was broken into by that same 
shrill call, only now it came from a different direction, 
another pipe silencing the first one, as it were, and 
carrying on its dolorous song, which again in its turn 



was taken up by another, more distant, starting with 
that peculiar note, and continuing the strain. Thus 
the plaintive melody went sobbing along from pasture 
to pasture, and those that heard it crossed themselves, 
murmuring a prayer, and then hastened to their home- 
stead to put on suitable attire, that they might assist 
in burying the dead. For such is the way within the 
mountains; if a man dies in any of the valleys of the 
Carpathians the event is made known by a blast of 
the horn — the death-horn they call it — and its voice 
is hollow and dismal as befits the first out-burst of 
mourning; and later on the subdued dirge of the 
shepherd^s pipe invites the neighbors to render the 
last kindly tribute to him who is gone. — A". E, Franks. 



OVER THE SEA. 
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1. O-ver thesea, 

2. O - ver the sea. 



o - ver the sea. Hear what a little bird whisper'd to me, O - ver the sea, 
o - ver the sea. Too long has somebodv wanderM from me, O - ver the sea. 




o - ver the sea. Somebody's coming ere long. Then march, march, march. Ye 
o - ver the sea. Now he is coming once more. Then we'll march, march, march. To 
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lads of the heather, come troo^nng together ; Come, march, march, march, march, Gallant hearts valiant and 
greet him once more on his own happy shore, Let us march, march, march. And bear him in triumph a • 
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o - ver the sea, o - ver the sea, Hear what a bon - nie bird 
o - ver the sea, o-ver the sea. Hear what a bon - nie bird 



strong. Oh, it is 
long. Oh, it is 
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whisper'dto me, 
whisper'dto me. 



O - ver the sea, o - ver the sea, Somebody's coming ere long. 
O - ver the sea, o - ver the sea, Now he is coming once more. 
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JACK AT SEA. 

■ Allegretto Moderaio. , 
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G. C. BiNOHAM. 

Joseph L. Robckbl. 




good ship rode at an - chor Out on the darkening bay; << A sailor's lass will be 

2. When years had passed to the seaport Came a stranger bronzed and tall ; Adown the vil - lage 
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true," he said, As he kissed her tears away, And from the cliff at day-break She watched with ling'ring 
street he went, Along by the old sea-wall ; He paused at the cottage doorway And peep'd thro' the window 
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gaze, Her lov-er's ship set sail and fade A- way in the morning haze ! When the 
dim; He could see a form in the fire -lit room Ah, me ! did she think of him? When the 
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tempest blows and the good ship goes O - ver the rolling foam, There's many a thought of 
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Jack at sea In loving hearts at home, In loving hearts at home ! home, In loving hearts at home 1 
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More slowly and softly. 
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3. She took his band in the twilight With never a word to say; "A sailor's lass will be 
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true," he cried. And he kissed her tears away! "6 sweetheart, there in the firelight. Were you 
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dreaming Still of me?" She smiled at him as she softly said, "They were thoughts of Jack at 
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the tempest blows and the good ship goes Over the rolling foam. There's many a thought of 
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Jack at sea In lov - ing hearts at home, In lov - ing hearts at 



home! 



N'^ffrtF'i-'E ' i^^ 



r T' r r-t^ =FiP 



^ 



BIRDIE SWEET. 
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Childhood Somgs. 
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1. Birdie sweet, birdie sweet, Where may you be going ? From the North, hasten South, Autumn winds are 

2. Birdie sweet, birdie sweet, When you are returning. Fly to me, let me see What new songs you're learning. 
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Haste along, haste along. Soon 'twill be cold weather, Should you stay you may be Frozen limb and feather. 
Come again, come again. Soon 'twill be spring weather, Chirp for me songs so free. Bird of golden feather. 
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THE KING'S HIGHWAY. 
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J. L. MoixoT. 
F. £. Wbathbrly. 




1. Who rides yonder, proud and gay, Spuming the dust on the King's Highway, I»rd of thousand 

2. Hug thyself m wealth of state, £mp - ty purse has a care ■ less gait; Thou must watch thy 
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a • cres wide, While I, the beggar, must stand a - side ? Go thy way, let me go mine, 
chest and bags. But none would steal the beggar's rags, Wine for thee, for me a crust. 



way, let me eo min 



I to beg and thou to dine; Scatter the dust on tne King's Highway, But 



I to beg and thou to dine; Scatter the dust on tlie King's Highway, But 

King and beggar they both are dust, and Dust to dust will be borne one day. 
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room for the beg - gar, room I say I Fair and free, night and day, Fair and free is the 
High and low on the King's Highway. Fair and free, night and day, Fair and free is the 
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King's Highway ! Fair and free, Night and day. Fair and free is the King's Highway. 
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Dainty maid of high degree, What has the beggar to do with thee? Thy life is mom, and 
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loYe is May ; What U the beggar to thee ? I say. Gentle word hast thou for me, Tears are in my 




heart for thee; Ah ! that thou should'st fade one day. E'en as I on the great Highway 1 
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HAD I WINGS LIKE A DOVE. 



Crarlbs Jbtfrbts. 
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1. Oh I had I wings like a dove, I would fly A - way from this world of care; My 

2. Oh! is it not writ -ten, Be - lieve and live, The heart, by bright hopes allured. Shall 

3. There is! there is! In Thy ho - ly word, Thy word which can ne'er de- part, There 
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soul would mount to the realms on high, And seek for a ref • uge there; But 

find the com -fort these words can give. And be by its faith assured; Then 

is a promise of mer - cy stored. For the low - ly and meek of heart : " My 
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is there no haven of rest on earth, No hope for the wounded breast, 
why should we fear the cold world's frown, When truth to the heart has given. The 
yoke is easy. My bur - den light, Then come un • to Me for rest I " These, 
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fit • vored spot where content has birth, • In which I may find a rest? 
light of re - lig - ion to guide ns on. In joy to the paths of Heaven ? 
these are the words of promise stored For the wounded and wearied breast. 
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In the matter of raising canary-birds at once strong 
of body and of note, tamed to associate with humanity 
on rarely friendly terms, and taught to sing with a 
sweetness nothing short of heavenly, Andreas Stoffel 
was second to none. And this was not by any means 
surprising, for he had been bom close by Uie small old 
town of Andreasberg, that stands barely within the 
verge of the Black Forest, on the southern declivity of 
the Harz — ^and that while famous for its mines, is re- 
nowned above all other cities for the excellence of the 
bird songsters which there and thereabouts are raised. 
Canary-birds had been the close companions of this 
good Andreas through all the 6fty years of his lifetime. 
They had sung their sweet song of rejoicing at his birth. 
They had sung over his cradle as his mother, knitting, 
rocked it in the midst of the long patch of sunlight 
that came through the low wide window of the Bau- 



emk€ttis, the comfortable home with high-peaked roof, 
partly thatched and portly shingled, and with great 
drooinng eaves, that was nooked snugly on the warm 
southern slope of the Andreasberg beside a little stream. 
They had sung him awake many and many a bright 
summer morning; and one of his tenderest memories 
of the time when he was a very little boy-— end was put 
to bed, as a little boy should be, at sundown — was of 
their faint, irregular, sleepy-headed chirpings and twit- 
terings as they settled themselves to slumber on their 
perches for the night. And when the time came that 
Andreas, grown to man's estate, being one-and-twenty 
years old, but not to man's strength, for he was small 
of stature and frail, was left lonely in the world, it 
was his house-mates, the birds, who did their best to 
cheer him with their songs. And presently, as it seemed 
to him, these songs began to tell of new happiness in 



O'ER THE GRAVE VICTORIOUS. 



E. E. HiGBBB, 1873. 

Claudb Goudimbl, 1560? 




[gloriow;; 

1. Jc - sus, o'er the grave victorious, Conqu*ring death, and conquering hell, Reign Thou in Thy might all 

2. Down to earth in all its darkness From the Father Thou didst come ; Seeking sinners in their blindness, 

3. Pa - tient ever in well - doing. Moving on in steps of blood, Thro' the grave to heights of glory. 




Heaven and earth Thy triumph swell. Saints in Thee approach the Father Asking in Thy name a - 
Call - ing earth's poor exiles home; By a life of love and labor Doing all the Father's 
Rec - on-cil-ing us with God. Here, in Thee, is peace forever; We can trib-u-la-tion 




lone; He, in Thee, with love in- creas - ing, 
will ; Giv - ing to each suppliant suf - f 'rer 
bear; Kiss Thy cross, with rapture know- ing 



Gives and glo • ri • fies the Son. 
Pre - cious balm for cv - *ry ill. 

Thou hast conquered suf - f 'ring there. 




a new home far away across the mountains and beyond 
the sea, for in America it was that Christine now had 
her home — and that which set his heartstrings a-thrill- 
ing, as he listened to the song of his birds, was the 
deep, pure melody of love. The dear old bauemhaus 
was sold, and its furnishing with it; and all the money 
thus gained was spent in buying the finest canary- 
birds which money could buy; so that for a long while 
after that time Andreasberg was desolate, for sdl of its 
sweetest singers were gone. Thus it fell out that even 
in the time of his long journey his birds still sang to 
him ; and his fellow-travellers by land and sea regarded 
curiously this slim pale youth, who shyly kept apart 
from human converse and communed with his com- 
panion^ the birds. And so lovingly well did Andreas 
care for his little fea&ered friends that not one died 



throughout the whole long passage; and as the ship 
came up the beautiftil bay of New York on a sunny 
May morning, while Andreas stood on the deck with 
his cages about him, very blithely, and sweetly did the 
birds sing their hopeiul song of greeting to the New 
World. But it was afalse song ofhope, after all. Hearts 
were Bckle years ago, even as hearts are fickle to-day; 
and the first news that Andreas beard when he was 
come to his uncle's home was that Christine had been 
for a twelvemonth married That day, assuredly, the 
life of Andreas Stoffel was broken, and it never whol- 
ly mended again. For a while even the song of his 
birds lost all its sweetness, and seemed to him but a 
discordant sound. Yet even a broken life, until it be 
snuffed out entirely, must battle in the world for stand- 
ing room. It was plain that by the rearing and the 
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selling of canary-birds he must gain support until the 
time should come^-^-and he hop^ it would come soon, 
when he might find release from this sad earth where 
love so soon grows false and cold. . . Whoever en- 
tered the little shop was greeted by such a thrilling and 
warbling of sweet notes diat all the air seemed quiver- 
ing with music, and the leader of the bird choir was a 
certain wonderful songster that Andreas had named the 
Kronprinz, and for which he had repeatedly refused 
quite fabulous sums. Andreas himself had bred the 
Kronprinz, and had given him the education that now 
made him such a wonder among birds, and that made 
him also of such great value as an instructor of the 
young birds whose musical education was still to be 
gained. After his adopted daughter, Andreas held this 
bird, and justly, to be the most precious thing that he 
owned. But far sweeter than the singing of the prized 



Kronprinz — to any but a bird-fancier's ears — was the 
singing that was to be heard above the trilling of the 
canaries, and that came from the room at the back of 
the shop where Roschen was engaged in her house- 
wifely duties. It was such music as the angels made, 
Andreas declared, yet thinking most of all of one an- 
gel voice, the memory of which while still on earth was 
very dear to him. . . And so Andreas, for the second 
time in his life, was left alone with his birds. As he 
sat there, desolate, he buried his face in his hands, and 
between his thin fingers there was a glistening of tears. 
A little thrill, a premonition of which he knew the 
meaning, ran through him. Then it was that Kron- 
prinz began to sing. The notes at first were low and 
liquid, and they fell soothingly upon the ears, and so 
into the heart of this poor Andreas ; and as they rose 
higher and fuller and clearer, light began to show for 



THE WATER INTO WINE. 



E. E. HiGBBB. 




1. Thy glory Thou didst mani- fest, O Christ, by mir - a - cle divine. When, at Thy word, for 

2. What ^tal raptures fill our hearts When heaven and earth are married there ! What hope,what love, the 

3. Oh, Christ, unfold Thy quickening might From day to day, that all may see Within each saint, still 




ev - 'ry guest The wa - ters spar - kled in - to wine ; And now, in all the sons of men Who 
Lord imparts! What tender -ness and strength of prayer! For then within His glory glows; And 
beaming bright. Thy glo-ri • ous £ - piph - a - ny; And find that best of wine at last, The 
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feel Thy Spirit's quick'ning breath. That miracle is wrought again. As life is kin - died out of death. 
gifU and graces all divine A - gain that miracle disclose Of wa • ter glo - ri • fied in wine, 
sweetest gift of grace outpoured, lUcher than Cana's humble feast, The marriage supper of the.Lord. 




him where only darkness had been. The other birds, 
fired to emulation by these mellow warblings, joined 
in a sweet chorus, above which the strong rich notes of 
the Kronprinz rose in triumphant waves of harmony. 
And gladness came then into the heart of Andreas, and 
great thankfulness; for as the music of the birds ex- 
alted him he seemed to see with a strange clearness 
into the depths of the future, and all that he saw there 
promised well for those whom he loved. Such won- 
derful music was this that the very air about him 
seemed to be growing goldenly radiant; and with a 
certain awe creeping into his heart he seemed to tiear 
low echoes of a music even more ravishingly beautiful 
that came faintly yet with a bell-like clearness fix)m very 
far away. Truly there was something strange about 
this music. The old dog came with eSbrt across the 



room to where his master sat and laid his head upon 
his knee. Yet now that hand remained most strangely 
stDl, and it was strangely white, and Bielfrak drew 
back suddenly firom touching it, finding it most strange- 
ly cold. The birds had been frightened into silence 
by Bielfrak's howl but now they all burst forth again 
into the song of strange and wonderful sweetness that 
of a sudden they had learned to sing. In waves of har- 
mony the chorus rose and fell, and above all sounded 
the notes of the Kronprinz, rich, full, clear, so delicately 
perfect as to seem a blending of sunlight and of sound. 
And in this song there was a strain that seemed to tell 
of restfiil triumph and eternal joy. And on the gentle, 
kindly face of Andreas, as he sat there so very quietly 
while all the air with these sweet sounds was Vibrant, 
there was a most tender smile that told of perfect peace. 
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No people in the world can so ill afford to dispense 
with vocal training as the Americans, one-fifth of whose 
entire mortality is attributable to diseases of the throat 
and lungs. Statistics show that twenty-five thousand 
persons die annually from these causes in New Eng- 
land alone, and more than Torty-thousand, if we in- 
clude the State of New York. Many instances are on 
record of children and adults with weak limgs and en- 
feebled constitutions, who were restored to health and 
vigor by a course of vocal training. I have in mind 
the case of an eminent teacher of vocal culture, who 
attributes his restoration to this treatment, and who has 
nobly recognized his obligation to it, — his admirable 
instructions having, as I verily believe, saved multi- 
tudes of valuable lives. This is a matter of great import- 
ance, and can be much more readily and positively 



effected in early childhood than at any subsequent 
period. . . It is an efficient means ofcultivating the taste. 
It is but trite to remark, in this connection, that a sys- 
tem of education which confines itself to the intellec- 
tual culture of the child alone, is radically defective. 
Its completed office extends over his whole moral, in- 
tellectual and physical nature, harmonizing all branches 
of knowledge and manifesting itself not only in thought 
and action, but in language, manners, and bearing. It 
includes the development of his tastes, his sentiments, 
his imagination. In this direction, the processes of cur 
American civilization are steadily tending. Appropri- 
ate architecture in the construction of our school-houses, 
the introduction of engravings and flowers, to the 
school-room, instruction in the art of drawing,— all are 
calculated to stimulate the aesthetic nature of the child. 
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THE WEE BIRD. 

Moderate. 



German. 
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1. A wee bird sang on the linden-bough. The linden-bough, the linden-bough : ** I sang all day, and I'm 

2. A holy angel with eyes of blue, Witli eyes of blue, with eyes of blue, He heard the bird as thro' 

3. The lit - tie bird sdll is singing on, Is singing on, is singing on, Ah, when will sad days of 
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singing now, And do not yield to complaining; 
woods it flew. And sought its nest by the heather; 
grief be gone, And distance no longer sev-er? 



Yet far away is my own sweetheart, Yet 
Oh, lit - tie bird on the linden-bough ! Oh, 
The lit - tie bird still is sing - ing on. The 
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far away is my own,sweetheart. Our loving souls are so far apart. And long must be so re - main - ing." 

little bird on the linden-bough. Her song is heard softly rising now. And both your tones blend together. 

little bird still is singing on, But when will sad days of grief be gone. Shall they be parted for - ev - er ? 
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Nothing in education can be substituted for the refine- 
ment conveyed through the arts, and, of these. Music, 
though it is immaterial, possesses the greatest power. 
Sculpture, painting, architecture, may charm, may ele- 
vate; but music softens, thrills, subdues. It quickens 
the whole range of the emotions. For each it has a 
voice, of each it is the interjMreter. Sown in the heart 
of youth, its influence blesses the whole life. " Would 
one think," says Rousseau, "that an old dotard like 
myself, worn out with cares and troubles, should find 
myself weeping like an infant while I murmur with a 
broken and trembling voice, the songs of my child- 
hood ? " Sir Bernard Burke, in his " Vicissitudes of 
Noble Families," gives a touching instance of the tend- 
ency of flowers to linger upon the spots where they 
were oiice nurtured. " Being in search," he tells us, 



"of a pedigree of the Findemes, once a great family in 
Derbyshire, I sought for their ancient hall. Not a- 
stone remained to tell where it stood. I entered the 
church ; not a single record of a Findeme was there. 
I accosted a villager, hoping to glean some stray tra- 
ditions of the family. « Findemes ? ' he said : we have 
no Findemes here; but we have something that once 
belonged to them, the Findeme flowers of Palestine.' 
'Show me them,' I replied; and the old man led me 
into a fleld which still retained faint traces of terrace 
and foundation. < There,' said he, pointing to a bank 
of garden flowers, grown wild, 'these are Finderne 
flowers, brought by Sir Jeffrey from the Holy Land. 
Do what we will, they will never die.' " So may it be 
said of the refining influences of early musical culture, 
"Do what we will, they will never die." — Tourjee. 
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BECAUSE HE LOVED YOU SO. 



%J Con ti^etsume. 
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Elizabbth Akbhs. 
William R. Dbmpstsr. 
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1. Come, let us make his plea&mt grave Up - on this sha - dy shore, Where the 

2. Fair blossom daughters of the May, So love - ly in your bloom. Your 

3. Here all the warm, long sum • mer days, The yel - low bees shall come, 

4. Here with their soft and cau - tious tread, The light feet of the shower 

5. And when the summer's voice is dumb. And lost her bloom - ing grace, 
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Sball 
When 
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sad, sad riv - Cr, wave on wave, Shall 

ranks must stand a - side to - day. To 

quet • ting down the bloom - ing ways With 

walk a - bout his grass - y bed. And 

sigh - ing au - tumn tem - pests come To 



grieve for - ev - er - more; Oh, 

give your dar - ling room; These 

loud and ring - ing hum; While 

cool the sul • try hour; Yet 

weep a - bove the place, Till 
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long and sweet shall be his dream, Lulled 

dew • drops which you shed in showers Are 

war - bling in the sunny trees The 

may not wake to smiles a - gain The 

all the for - est boughs are thinned, Falls 



by its 
lov • ing 
birds flit 
eyes which 
soft ca - 



m 



sooth- ing 
tears, I 
to and 
sleep be 
res - sing 



flow : Sigh 

know : Bloom 



fro: 
low: 



Sing 
FaU* 



snow. Grieve 
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soft - ly, soft - ly, shin - ing stream. Be • 

bright - ly, bright - ly, grate - ful flowers. Be 

sweet - ly, sweet - ly, birds and bees. Be • 

light - ly, light - ly, pleas - ant rain. Be • 

gen - tly, gen - tly, wail - ing wind. Be • 



cause he loved you so! 

cause he loved you so! 

cause he loved you sol 

cause he loved you so! 

cause he loved you sol 



Sigh 

Bloom 

Sing 

Fatt 

Grieve 
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soft - ly, soft - ly, shin - ing stream, 
bright -ly, bright - ly, grate - ful flowers, 
sweet - ly, sweet - ly, ' birds and bees, 
light - ly, light - ly, pleas - ant rain, 
gen - tly, gen - tly, wail - ing wind, 



Be- 
Be- 
Be- 
Be- 
Be 



cause he 

cause he 

cause he 

cause he 

cause he 



loved 
loved 
loved 
loved 
loved 
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you 
you 
you 
you 
you 



sol 
so! 
so! 
so! 
so! 
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The phonograph is a wonderful instrument which 
holds not only the words you utter, but the very tones 
of your voice, so that a hundred years from now, that 
instrument turned, the very words .you now utter and 
the very tones of your voice will be reproduced. 
Wonderful phonc^aph ! As* of our beloved dead we 
keep a lock of hair, or picture of the features, so the 
time will come when we will be able to keep the 
tones of their voices and the words they uttered. 



So that if to-day our dear friends should speak into the 
phonograph some words of affection, and then they 
should be taken away from us, years from now from 
that instrument we could unroll the words they ut- 
tered, and the very tones of their voice. But more won- 
derful is God's power to hold, to retain. Ah ! what 
delightful encouragement for our prayers. What an 
awful fright for our hard speeches! Wliat assurance of 
warm-hearted sympathy for all our griefe. — Talmage* 



THE INDIAN HUNTER. 



Eliza Cook. 
Hbnry Russbz.(,. 



I. Oh, why does the white man fol - low my path, Like the hound on the ti - ger's track ? Does the 



1. Oh, why does the white man fol - low my path. Like the hound on the ti - ger's track ? Does the 
Z>. C. Then why should he come to streams where none But the red - skin dares to swim ? And 

2. The Father a - bove thought fit to give To the white man com and wine, There are 
Z>. C. Then back to thy home from the redjpen's track. For the hun - ter's eyes grow dim. To 
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flush on my dark cheek waken his wrath, Does he covet the bow at my back? 

why should he wrong the bold hunter one Who has never done harm to him ? 

gold - en fields where he may live But the for • est shades are mine, 

find that the white man wrongs the one Who nev-er did harm to him. 



He has 
For the 
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riv - ers and seas, where the billows and breeze, Bear richer for him a - lone; And the 
eagle and deer have their place of rest, The wild horse w here to dwell, And the 
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sons of the wood nev - er plunge in the flood, Which the white man calls his own. 



spir - it that gave to the bird its nest, Made a home for me as well 



IT 




The last brace may be omitted or sung after each verse, as originally written, 
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THE HURDY-GURDY. 



BONNXB LaDDIB." 




1. Hm m! 

2. Hm m! 

3. Hm m! 
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Hurdy 
Hurdy 
Hurdy 



gur-dy, 
gur-dy, 
gur-dy, 



hurdy • 
hurdy • 
hurdy- 



gur - dy ! Hm 
gur-dy! Hm 
gur - dy ! Hm 



m! 

m! 
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Hurdy - gur - dy, hurdy - eur • dy ! In the streets we small boys play, Hurdy - eur - dy. 



Hurdy - gur - dy, hurdy - gur • dy ! In the streets we small boys play, Hurdy - gur - dy, 

Hurdy - gur - dy, hurdy - gur - dy ! People, please a pen - ny give, Hurdy - gur - dy, 

Hurdy - gur - dy , hurdy - gur - dy ! « Thanks,' * my monkey says to you, Hurdy -gur-dy, 
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hurdy - gur - dy. Here again we come to - day, Hurdy - gur - dy, hurdy - gurdy ! O ! 
hurdy - gur - dy, Let a small I - tal - ian live, Hurdy - gur - dy, hurdy - gurdy ! O ! 
hurdy • gur - dy, We'll buy bread and eat it too! Hurdy - gur • dy, hurdy-gurdy! O! 
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ROW, ROW, MY BOATIE. 




Iqi fe^ 



W. Mozart. 
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1. Row, row, boatie, my boatie, all over the lake. Soft - ly, boatie, oh boatie, my pleasure I take! 

2. Row, row, boatie, my boatie, where white lilies grow. Care I lest, boatie, dear boatie, you row me too low. 

3. Row, row, boatie, good boatie, where cool shadows lie ! See there, sunshine and silver drop out of the sky. 
4* Row, row, boatie, sweet boatie, and tell me a tale : Can folks keep in calm water, with never a gale ? 
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Forward and backward o'er eddy and wave. Oh I 
One pret - ty li - ly, I wish here to pick — Oh ! 
Keep in the glitter and keep in the warm. Oh, 
Or do you show us that life goes like you. Try 



what a lurch then, my boatie, you gave ! 
naughty boatie, you passed by too quick ! 
tiresome boatie ! you row to the storm ! 
ing, but missing? Ah, yes, boat, you do ! 
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One of the most remarkable and, within its proper 
limits, one of the most hopeful features of the present 
progressive age, is the increasing dignity of the child. 
Year by year society more and more deeply realizes 
the importance of his thorough training; physical, 
intellectual, moral. The most careful investigation 
into his instincts, his inclinations, his capacities and 
the order of their unfolding, is instituted with a view 
to his utmost development. On t:^^ hand a com- 
plete education is demanded. The welfare of the State 
and Nation will tolerate nothing less than this. In 
general, our common school system admirably meets 
die demands. There is, however, one department of 



culture to which we readily concede a certain import- 
ance, yet whose claims as an element of common 
school education have practically but very limited 
recognition, — Music, the universal language, the eter- 
nal art, the fitting expression of our highest and hohest 
conceptions, the earliest intelhgent utterance of in- 
fancy, the last request of the departing saint, the 
subject of much vague eulogium, adopted very gen- 
erally as an amusement, a diversion, with no higher 
end than to enliven the quarterly examinations, or 
for the amusement of the chance visitor, yet, as an 
educational appUance, co-ordinate in rank with other 
studies, and to be pursued as systematically and thor- 



I WALKED AND I WALKED. 



rii/ i ;:.'j^ jij »".j'j i \ i^ii 



LiTTLB Folks. 



^5=(t=t? 



^*=*^ 



1. I walked and I walked, and reached the pond Of which all the ducks and the 

2. I walked and I walked, and what do you think? I came to the trough where the 

3. I walked and I walked, and on did pass, And came to the field where the 
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ducklings axe fond; I saw them swim forward, I saw them back, I heard them clamor out, 



ducklings axe fond; I saw them swim forward, I saw them back, I heard them clamor out, 

horse goes to drink; I cried,'* Go along! come, gee-up, old Spot!*' And off he ran with a 

cows eat the grass; I made them a bow, and said « How d'ye do? " The cows all answered me, 
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[quack, quack." 
" Quack,quack,quack, Quack,quack,quack, quack,quack,quack," And heard them all clamor out, " Quack, 

trot, trot, trot; Trot, trot, trot, trot, trot, trot. Off he ran with a trot, trot, trot. 

'* Moo, moo, moo ; Moo, moo, moo, moo, moo, moo,' ' The cows all answered me, << Moo, moo, moo." 
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I walked and I walked, and reached the bouse 
Where Towser kept watching as still as a mouse; 
When I came near, I called out, "Old Tow!" 
And Towser he answered with *• Bow, wow, wow ; 
Bow, wow, wow, bow, wow, wow ! " 
Towser he answered with •* Bow, wow, wow ! " 



I walked and I walked, and came at last 

To where the sheep were all folded fast; 

I cried thro' the crack of the fence, *« Hurrah 1" 

The old sheep answered with " Baa, baa, baa, 

Baa, baa, baa, baa, baa, baa ! " 

The old sheep answered with " Baa, baa, baa!" 



oughly as they — this is very imperfectly understood 
and very little regarded. . . It is admitted that to the 
Boston School Beard belongs the very high honor 
of the first systematic recognition of the claims of 
music as a branch of elementary instruction in the 
common schools of this country, they having, in 
August, 1838, organized musical instruction into a 
special department, placing it in charge of Mr. Lowell 
Mason, under whose able supervision it rapidly gained 
popularity and efficiency. Its present completeness 
IS in a large measure due to the appreciative and 
generous patronage of the accomplished chairman, 



for many years, of the Gsmmittee of Music, Dr. J. 
Baxter Upham, who, with great self-sacrifice and un- 
remitting care, devoted himself to the duties of his 
position. To Hon. J. D. Philbrick, Superintendent 
of Public Instruction, great credit is also due for his 
active support of measures calculated to perfect the 
system. In a report made to the School Committee, 
shortly after his appointment occurs the following 
significant sentence, the key-note to his subsequent 
official action: <'I shall take the liberty to persist 
hereafter in the belief that any school, with the 
proper teaching, can learn to sing."— £'^^» Tourjee, 
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LITTLE CHERRY BLOSSOM. 



Ltttlb Ombs. 
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1. Lit - tie Cher • ry Bios • som lived up in a tree, 

2. But one sun • ny mom • ing. Think • ing it was May, 

3. Blossom would not lis- ten, For the sky was bright, 

4. Bye -and -bye the sun -shine Fad • ed from her view; 

5. Ah! poor Cher- ry Bios -som I She in fool - ish pride 



And a ve - ry 
TU not wear," said 
And she wished to 
How poor Blossom 
Changed her proper 
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hap - py Lit - tie thing was she. Clad all tliro' the 
Bios -som, *<Thi8 old dress to - day." Mis - ter Breeze this 
glis - ten' In her robe of white. So she let the 
shivered As it cold - er grew; Oh, for that warm 
clothing, Took a cold and died. All ye lit - tie 
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win - ter 
hear - ing, 
brown one 
wrap - per 
Blossoms, 
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In a dress of brown, 
Ve - ry kindly said, 
Drop and blow a - way, 
I^ • ing on the ground : 
Hear me and take care,-— 



Warm she was tho' liv • ing 
<<Do be careful, Blossom, 
Leaving her the white one 
Now Jack Frost will nip her^ 
Go not clad too lightly, 



In a northern town. 
Win -ter is not fled." 
All so fine and gay. 
He is prowling round. 
And of pride be - ware. 
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THE BUTTERCUP TEST 



Echoes op Childhood. 
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AUtgrtito, 

1. Butter - cups ev - 'ry one Bright like the summer sun, Looking and smiling so bon 

2. If I can slip you in, Close under Johnny's chin ; If you can there shine so clear 

3. Chasing the dragon - fly, Johnny with shout and cry Tramples the fair meadows o - 

4. Stirring you thro' and thro*. How the winds play with you, Putting you all in » A"* 



ny, 
ver, 



flut - ter; 




Some of you come with me. Something I want to see. Want to find out about John 
Tho' he may own it not, We shall the truth have got, Johnny loves butter most dear 
While I string lilac bells, Or in the grassy dells, Hunt for the four-leav-ed clo - 
Tell me, oh, butter -cup! Thro* the grass peeping up. Tell me, does Johnny like but - 



ny. 

ly. 

ver. 

ter? 
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SO SWEET HER VOICE 



Andante. 



G.VBKDI. 

From '< I LoicBARm." 




1. So sweet 

2. Go, say 
I. La mia 



her voice falls on mine ear, Such 

how fond and true am I, How 

le - ti ' tia in - fon - dere Vor - 



soft de - light its 
con - stant, change and 
ret nei suo bel 
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sounds impart. Like mu 
time above ! That still 
CO ' ' re, Vor - rei 



sic from some dis - tant sphere, It fills 
this heart doth soar on high Un - to 
de - star ce^ pal -pi- H Del mi 



with joy my 

the Heav'n of her 
be -a - - to a- 
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heart, Oh! not for her this earth be- seems, More dearthe calm and pur - er 
love! Tho' dan - gers now and fears com-bine, This hand and arm shall set her 
mo-re, Tantearmo-ni-e nelP e - - te - re, Ah! quan-tipianti e - gli 
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skies. There where mor - • tal thoughts and mor • tal 
free. Ah! to win her faith and call her 
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skies. There where 
free. Ah ! to 

ha, ah! Ir 



tal thoughts and 
her faith and 
CO al cie - lo, ed 
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mor • tal dreams Ne*er 
call her mine I'd 

germi. 
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wake and Beau - ty nev • er dies, 

yield my life and lib - er - ty, 

Do • ve mor - tal non va,no,non va; 



Where mor - tal thoughts and 

To win her faith and to 

Ir se- coal cie - lo ed 
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mortal dreams Ne*er wake and Beanty never dies, Where mortal thought and dreams ne'er wake and 
odl her mine, IM yield my life and lib - - er - ty, Ah ! could I call her mine, I'd yield my 
er ' ger-mif Do-ve mor - teU, mor-tai non va, Do-vemor-tal - le, mor-ial nan 
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6eau-ty nev - er dies. Ah! could I call her mine Pd yield my life. Ah! could I 
life and lib - er - ty. Ah! could I call her mine I'd yield my life, Ah! could I 
va, mor-tal non va; Do- ve mor-tal^ mor-tal, mor-tal non va; Dove mor - 
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caU her mine, I'd yield my Ufe, my life, my life ! 

tal mor • taL mor • tal non va, non va, non va ! 
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GENTLY SIGHS THE BREEZE. 

Not too fast. 



S. Glovbr. 
J. E. Carpbktbr. 
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Solo and Qtcrus. 



QuarUtU. pp 



1. Gent- ly, gent • ly sighs the breeze. As it floats a - 

2. £v - ery hill and ev - ery glade. In the twi - light 

3. Hush ! the birds are gone to rest. O'er the earth night. 
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La la la la, La la la la, I^ la la la. La la la la, La la la la. 
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mong the trees. Like a voice of seraph bright, Sing - ing to the world, good night, 

seems to fade ; While the whisp'ring breezes say Or - i - sons for close of day, 
sa - ble dressed, Hides her beauties from our sight ; We, dear friends, must bid good night 



La la la la. La la la la. La la la Sing-ine to the world good night 



la, La la la Sing-ing to 



the world good night 
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NoTB.— The Chorus ahould be sung in a subdued and gentle manner, the Solo firm but not boisterous. 
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O GIVE ME BUT MY ARAB STEED. 



G. A. HoDSOH. 
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1. Oh, give me but my Arab steed, My prince defends his right; And 

2. Oh, with my A-rab steed 1*11 go. At hon - or's glorious cry; My 
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I will to the bat - tie speed, To guard him in the fight; His no - ble crest I'll 

sov - 'reign meets th' invading foe — I'll save, or with him die I His ban - ner 'mid the 
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proud • ly wear. And gird his scarf a • round. But I must to the field repair, But 
strife he braves, With Side- less laurels crowned. Shall guide where'er his falchion waves. Shall 
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I must to the field re • pair. For hark ! the trumpet's sound ! Hark ! hark ! 

guide where'er his falchion waves — But hark ! the trumpet's sound ! Hark \ hark ! 
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hark! the trumpet's sound! 
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Oh, give me but my Arab steed. My 
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prince defends his right; And I will to the battle speed. To guard him in the 
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fight; And I will to the bat - tie speed, To guard him in the fight. 



.#.** J-^^V^ 
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THE DAWN OF DAY. 

AlUgro. 



Samvxx. Rhat. 




1-^- •r-- m ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

J I. Come and watch the daylight dawning, 0*er the mountain bleak and gray, Come and see the purple 

2. Come, thy foot should ne'er be weary, Never tired thy wakeful eye, E^rth should ne'er seem dark and 

3. Come, the lark has left the meadow, Now he soars beyond our sight, Far away from mist and 
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dim. 
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morning Tinge their summits far away. Gaily sounds the voice of gladness O'er the vale and thro' the 
dreary, When the morning gilds the sky. Birds shall plume their wings beside thee, Gaily warbling over- 
shadow, Singing in a world of light. Come and see what forms of glory Spring to life in morning's 




grove, Here no plaintive note of sadness Tells of aught but peace and love. Tra la la la, tra la la, 
head. Sunbeams thro' the green leaves guide thee. Where thy steps may safely tread . Tra la la la, tra la la, 
ray. Come and hear the joyful sto - ry Nature tells at dawn of day. Tra la la la, tra la la, 
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There is a capital story of a barrel organ told by 
Mr. Magaire in his <* Life of Father Matthew." When 
the great apostle of temperance was a young man, he 
assisted Father Donovan at a chapel in Cork. The 
place was too small for a church oigan, and the con- 
gregation too poor to pay for one, and Donovan fre- 
quently expressed his regret at the deprivation. One 
day, however, he told Matthew, with great delight, that 
he had succeeded in procuring an organ. Father Dono- 
van explained how he had procured a barrel organ, 
which played "Adeste Fideles" and the ^'Sicilian Mari- 
ner's Hymn," and that these could be fittingly intro- 
duced during mass, and also at vespers. The musician 



worked under his control, and Father Donovan would 
be responsible for the admirable effect of this delightM 
innovation. The Sunday, fraught with anticipateid tri* 
umph to Father Donovan, arrived. The oi^an and its 
operator were in the little chapel, and Father Donovan 
was having a vigilant eye to both. Nothing could be 
a more decided success than the " Adeste," for many 
beside Father Donovan thought it heavenly. Nor was 
the effect lessened by the plaintive sweetness of the 
hymn. Tears of rapture stood in the eyes of Father 
Donovan. It was a moment of unalloyed triumph, 
such as mortals experience but rarely in this life. The 
last gospel was just being read by Father Mathew, who 



THERE'S NOT A WORD 




1. There's not a word thy lips have breathed, A look thine eye 

2. When - e'er I hear the lin - net's song. Or the blithe wood 



l!ath given, 
lark's lay. 






^ 




^=^ JIJ ^tT-j1^^:^lj -1^ j14j1 



is not shrined within my heart Like to 
mark, up - on the gold - en west, The ro 
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a dream of Heav'n. 
sy clouds de - cay; 



There's not a 
When -e'er I 



r. r. \ C « i « c i '' Jr \ m * 



^ 



1*=1^ 



i=«I 



i 



^ 



*=* 



-^-»- 



St=it 



spot where we have met, A fav - 'rite flower or tree, 
catch the breath of flowers, Or mu - sic from the tree. 
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There's not a scene by 
Thought wings her way to 




thee beloved That is not prized by me, 
dis - tant bow'rs And mem'iy clings to thee. 



Pg^ 



That is not prized by me. 
And mem -'ry clings to thee. 



l \ } ; |f - I f-^ NM ^i i^^ 



was the celebrant, when the operator commenced the 
third air; but — horror of horrors! — ^instead of one of 
those gentle and spirit-breathing strains that lift the soul 
to Heaven in a flood of lovely melody, out rattled a rol- 
licking dance tune. It would be impossible to describe 
the bewilderment of the congregation, or the rage and 
confusion of poor Father Donovan at this awfril scandal. 
The celebrated violinist, Paganini, was summoned 
once to perform before the queen dowager of Bavaria, 
at the castle of Tegemsee, a magnificent residence of 
the kings of Bavaria, situated on the banks of a lake. 
At the moment the concert was about to b^rin, a great 



bustle was heard outside. The queen having inquired 
the cause, was informed that about sixty of the neigh- 
boring peasants, having been informed of the arrival 
of the famous Italian violinist, were come under the 
hope of hearing some of his notes, and requested that 
the windows should be opened, in order that they also 
might enjoy his talent. The queen went beyond their 
wi^es, and« with quite royal good nature, gave orders 
that they should all be admitted into the saloon, where 
she had the pleasure of marking their discernment, and 
the judicious manner in which these German farmers 
applauded the most striking parts of the performance. 
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MAGGIE'S SECRET. 

Modtrato, 



Mrs. Chas. Barnard. 
(Claribbl.) 




to say; And I 



1. Ob, many a time I am sad at heart, And I haven't a word 

2. Two summers a - go when a brave ship sailed Far a - way to the golden w^t, O 

3. I sat by his mother, one mid-summer day, And she looked me thro' and thro', As she 
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keep from the lasses and lads apart. In the mead-ows, a • mak • ing hay; But 
DO - body knew that my heart went too. For the se - cret I ne'er con - fess'd; A 
spoke of her lad who was fiur away, For she guessed that I loved him too; She 



m. 
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Wil - lie will bring me the first wild rose. In my new sun • bonnet to wear, And 
mother took leave of her boy that day, I could hear her sob and cry, As I 
turned to me fond - ly. and whispered low, I was worthy her sail - or boy ; My 
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'ry - where r But I 



Rob- in will wait at the keeper's gate, For he follows me ev 

followed her back to her dreary home, But nev - er a word said I ; So I 

fool - ish tears they be • gan to flow, Tho' my heart beat high for joy; So you 
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.But I 



I. 2. tell them they needn't come wooing to me, For my heart, my heart is o - ver the sea. 
3. see that they needn't come wooing to me. For my heart, my heart is o - ver the sea. So you 
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tell them they needn't come wooing to me, For my heart, my heart is o • ver the sea. 
see that they needn't come wooing to me, For my heart, my heart is o • ver the sea. 



fc^^^JH 






^^ 



6o 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



'DKD'DY. 



A. H. BXHRBND. 

Maky Mark-Lbmom. 
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Take my head on your shoulder, Daddy, Tom your face to the west, It is just the hour when the 
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sky tarns gold. The hour that mother loTes best. The day has been long without you, Daddy, You've been 
. ^ [such a while a- 






fiiT'ii iiiTriiiMM 



ir# 



itdtzife 



aUmp0, 



^ ^m^m^ML wmiiUMu 



p. — "^ f^ 

way. And now you're as tired of your work, Daddy, As I am tired of my play ; But I've got you and you've 
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everything seems right ; I wonder if mother is thinking of us, Becaus^it is my birth - day night ! 



y ^ir^igfeg4#^rff i rR'^^ Fhfi^PiFH 
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2. Why do your big tears fall. Daddy ? Mother's not far away, I often seem to hear her voice Falling across my 
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play ; And it sometimes makes me cry. Daddy, To think it's none of it true. Till I fall asleep to 
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dream, Daddy, Of home, and mother, and you. For I've got you, and you've got me, So ev'rything may go, 

[We're 
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all the world to each other, Daddy, For mother, dear mother, once told me so. 3. I'm sometimes afraid to 
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think, Daddy. Whe 
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31 1 am big like you. And you are old and grey, Daddy, What you and I would do, If 
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when we got up to Heaven, And mother was waiting there. She shouldn't remember the two she left. So 



V\^^m i f'f fM r r f^Wf]j x^ ^^ \ 



P . l .l. l ,ljUijH-t^^ l j:ff i ;I^AI:fl^ggglF! 



% 



^ 



DO change. 



sad and so lonely here! But year by year still sees no 



And so 'twill all be right. We shall always 
[meet her 
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in our dreams, Daddy, good-night. Daddy, good-night, dear Daddy, dear Daddy, good-night, good-night 
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"A good whistler is, as a rule, the best of good fel- 
lows," said the Colonel, We had one fellow in our 
regiment who could whistle anything, and who was 
generally moved to whistling his best when the rest 
of us were feeling our worst. The ugliness in soldier 
nature was pretty sure to come out at the tail end 
of a long, muddy march, and the swearing at such 
times was very distressing to men who had faith in 
human nature. At such times our gay whistler would 
strike up some favorite tune. The swearing would 
cease, the boys would catch step, and they would go 
merrily along to the whistled melody. After a battle, 
when the men were despondent and discouraged, the 
whistler of the regiment would whistle tender, plain- 
tive tunes by the hour. After the battle on Lookout 
Mountain he was one of the guards detailed to escort 
the prisoners in the mountain Bght down to Bridgeport, 



where they were to take the train for the North. 
There were several hundred of them, and the march 
down from Chattanoc^a to Bridgeport was a tedious 
one, but the slow progress brought about a close ac- 
quaintance between the guards and the prisoners, and 
on several occasions during the weary march the cheer- 
ful whistle of the gay-hearted man in blue cheered 
the heavy hearted men in gray, and they were wont 
to call for music when the circumstances of the march 
were more than usually distressing. As they started 
across the pontoon bridge at Bridgeport, two lines of 
gray in the centre and a thin line of blue on each outer 
edge, the whistle, in accordance with a very general 
call, started a melody suited to the occasion. The men 
caught step, and Reb and Yank went swinging across 
the bridge, ignoring the command of the officers to 
change step. As the column neared the centre the march 



SING A SONG OF SIXPENCE. 

/ Lively. :^ 



LiTTLK Folks. 



JW^ 
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1. Sing a song of six- pence, a pock-et full of rye, Four and twen - ty 

2. By his side were sit - ting his lords and la - dies fair. But his Queen of 

3. " Let the blackbirds whis - tie," out spake the roy - al chief; " Bring us in the 



W 



^m 



f ^h^ \ Z A t ^ 



^ 



I ff, j J I j J :r Jlj -^ ^ Jd^lj J J U - 



birds be - gan to 
those sweet birds so 
they shall sit and 



black - birds baked in 
Beau - ty shone the 
boar's head, bring us 



a pie. When the pie was o • pened, the 

brightest there; When she heard the sing - ing of 
in the beef; Fai - ry birds we'll harm not, but 




sing; Was - 

strange, "Oh, let 
sine, And sweet 



w. 



ing. 



n*t that a pret - ty* sight to set be 
us spare them now," she said, " Oh, King, the 
er min - strels, I will vow, ne'er sang be • 



fore a Kmg? 

dish we'll change." 

fore a King." 



WW • prit-te. 



had become a sort of jollification, and, just as the jollity 
was at its height, the bridge parted in the middle, and 
in an instant scores of men were struggling in the 
water. There was, of course, great confusion, but in 
good time all the men except three or four were res- 
cued. Among those lost were one Ohio boy and two 
of the prisoners. The survivors were immediately 
loaded into the train that was waiting. Every one 
was greatly dejected. Just before the train started 
there came firom the whistler, who, in his wet clothes, 
was the very image of discomfort, a soft, tender melody. 
It was like the wail of a child, like the song of a woman 
with heart-break, but ended with something that was 
like a tribute to the dead, like a story of some one gone 
to rest, and scores of the prisoners stepped out to the 
whistler and silently shook his hand." — Inter- Ocean, 



The animalculse have their music, and the spicula 
of hay and the globule of water are as certainly 
resonant with the voice of God as the highest heav- 
ens in which the armies of the redeemed celebrate 
their victories. When the breath of the flower strikes 
the air, and the wing of the firefly cleaves it, there 
is sound and there is melody; and as to those utter- 
ances of nature which seem harsh and overwhelm- 
ing, it is as when you stand in the midst of a great 
orchestra, and the sound almost rends your ear be- 
cause you are too near to catch the blending of the 
music. So we stand too near the desolating storm 
and the frightful whirlwind to catch the blending of 
the music : but when that music rises to where God is, 
and the invisible beings above us, then I suppose the 
harmony is as sweet as it is tremendous. — Talmeige, 
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Besides indifference there is no doubt that music has 
had to suffer much from the lofty contempt with which 
she and her votaries have been treated by those who 
professed to have a claim to distinction in other walks. 
True, since the days of that offensive and priggish noble- 
man, Lord ChesterBeld, things have greatly changed. 
Eaton, Harrow, Rugby— all the great schools^have 
now their masters for music on the same footing as the 
other instructors. Go into the officers' quarter in bar- 
racks, and you will find pianofortes, violins and violon- 
cellos, and lying about there will be good music. 
Amateur societies flourish, which bring rich and poor 
together. The Duke of Edinburg told me that he 
Ikad a complete string quartet among the officers on 
his ship — all these things point a great reaction in the 
feelings of the professional classes towards music. But 
much of the old leaven remains, and one of the most 



objectionable developments is a curious affectation of 
ignorance on the part of many men of position in the 
political and scientific world, as if music were too trivial 
a matter for their lofty intellects to take notice of. At 
any great meeting on the subject of music, archbishops, 
judges, politicians, financiers— each one who rises to 
speak — will deprecate any knowledge of music with a 
smug satisfaction, like a man disowning poor relations. 
I am not here to explain why music should be cultivated, 
nor to apologize to superior-minded persons for its exist- 
ence, nor to speak humbly and with bated breath of its 
merits; but I claim for it boldly and proudly its place 
amongst the great things and the great influences in the 
world; and can but express pity for those ignorant and 
stupid enough to deny its importance in the world and in 
history, and to look upon it as a mere family pastime 
fit only for women and children. — Arthur Sullivan. 



LAUGHING GLEE. 



Martini. 
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Come sing this round with me. And if we all agree, We'll laugh right merri 



i - ly, Ha 
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ha ha ha ha ha ha ha. We'll lauch right merrily. Come sing this round with me. And if we all a- 



ha ha ha ha ha ha ha, We'll laugh right merrily. Come sing this round with me. And if we all a- 




sing this round with me. And if we all agrecj 



I, We'll laugh right merrily, Ha ha ha ha ha 



Ha ha, Ha ha, ^ 
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ha ha ha ha ha ha, ha ha ha ha ha ha. 
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ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha. 
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Haha, Haha, 
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This fine obedience in music is best seen, however, 
in its execution. When voice joins with voice in the 
harmony of their contrasted parts, and instruments 
add their deeper and higher tones — trumpets and 
viols and reeds each giving tlieir various sounds — 
voices as of great multitude it may be, and instruments 
as of the full orchestra — and all, binding themselves 
down to exact law, conspire to the utterance of mani- 
fold harmony, we have not only the most perfect il- 
lustration of obedience but the joy of obedience; 
one is immediately transmuted into the other ; we are 
thus let into the soul of obedience and find it to be 
joy — ^that its law is a law of life. The pleasure we 
feel in music springs from the obedience which is in 
it, and it is full only as the obedience is entire. Thus 



we see how this art becomes prophetic. There is a 
double yet single goal before humanity-— the goal of 
obedience to the eternal laws and the goal of Uiss. 
The race is long, and slowly are the mile-stones of 
ages passed, but when the foot of the runner has 
touched the last bound, his hands also touch either 
pillar of the goal ; he has obeyed and he is blest. 
But in all the race he has a continual lesson and a 
constant presage in this divine art of music — its laws 
glorifying obedience, its joy feeding his tired spirit. 
Music is, beyond all other arts, the expression and 
vehicle of sympathy. The highest action of man's 
nature is the free play of sympathy — not agreement 
of thought nor concurrence of will, but feehng with 
another. This alone is true unity. If the human 



TYROLESE MOUNTAIN SONG. 
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Tyrolibn. 
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1 . We'll go to the mountains While morning is gray, For life on thei/summits Is cheerful and gay. Tra la 

2. There nature, in beauty, Awakes in her prime, And gladness allures us, As upward we climb. Tra la 

3. There Freedom's bold music Is heard in the gale ; There leaps the bright torrent In foam to the vale. Tra la 

4. Then hail to the mountains! Their echoes shall ring, Repeating the chorus We joyously sing. Tra la 
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Tra la la hi la. 



race achieves any destiny it will be of this sort ; if 
there be a heaven it will be a heaven of sympathy. 
The promise and presage of it are not only wrought 
into our hearts but into the divine art we are consid- 
ering. No other art, no other mode of impres$don, 
equals music in its power to awaken a common feel- 
ing. The orator approaches it, but He deals chiefly 
with convictions, and conviction is a slow and hard 
path to feeling, while music makes a direct appeal. 
A patriotic hymn does its work far mure surely and 
quickly than does an argument for the Constitution ; 
and the orator is not effective till he borrows from 
music something of its rhythm and cadence and pur- 
ity of tone. Wendell PhiUips, the most persuasive 
orator of the age, spoke in as strict accord with the 



laws of music as a trained 'singer, and often it was 
the melody of his voice that "won the cause." 
Music leaves logic behind in the race towards sjrmpa- 
thy and action, and if it were not itself noble and true, 
if it did not hide and lose its power when yoked to a 
bad cause, it would work great mischief in society. 
It abets reason, and only discloses its full power and 
works its mightiest results when used in the service of 
truth. Hence there is no music in nations and races that 
are without nobility of thought, and there is no truer 
test of the quality of a nation than its music. Bach and 
Haydn and Beethoven would be impossible in a na- 
tion that did not produce a Kant, a Schelling, and a 
Schleiermacher; and the former are as truly exponents 
of its character as the latter.— ^«/. T, T. Munger, 
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Without disparaging the massive effects of Wag- 
ner's system, or the musical declamation which he 
fises to express simple as well as complex sentiments, 
it must be said that it does not foster singing in the 
sense in which we recognize Adalina Patti as a singer. 
She, since the day of Jenny lind, is the finest expres- 
sion of the lyric art, just as Wagner, in his later and 
most intellectually developed sensuous drama, satisfy- 
ing more than the ear, is the complete expression of 
an art that finds small room for lyric gifts. The one 
practically excludes the other. The more we have of 
Wagnerian artists the less likely are we to discover 
any successors to Jenny lind or Patti. The ear fairly 
aches, sometimes, in the midst of Wagner's operas, for 
a cantabile passage or for the delicious opportunities 



in song that developed these good artists. What suf- 
ficed a Grisi and a Sontag, a Jenny Lind and a P^epa, 
ought still to furnish training for future nightingales. 
But fancy any of these singers, unless it were Parepa, 
setting their voices against the tremendous sound of 
the orchestra in Wagner's music! How long, under 
such a strain, would their special sweetness have held ? 
Nilsson herself, could not survive the constant strain 
and demands of these mighty parts, although she has 
been the loveliest of Elsas in " Lohengrin." Tlie lyric 
use of the human voice, even with the slight thread of 
support in the ium-ti-ti-tum of the orchestra, the world 
will not willingly see die. The new school is not de- 
veloping tlie b^ voices in that direction. We want the 
voice in song, and the sweet solo singers at their best. 



THE DREAM IS PAST. 



Stephen Glovbr. 



%J AndanU con esprtsiitme. W m^' m .^ . m 



Andante can esprtsiione. 

1. The dream is past, and with it fled. The hopes that once my pas-sion fed; And 

2. They can -not see the si -lent tear, That falls unchecked when none are near; Nor 
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dark • ly die, 'mid grief and pain, The joys which, gone, come not again. My soul, in si - lence 
do they mark the smothered sigh, That leaves my breast when they are by. I know my cheek is 
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and in tears, Has cherished now for ma-ny years, A love for one, who does not know The 
pal - er now, And smiles no long - er deck my brow ; *Tis youth's decay, 'twill soon be - gin To 
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thoughts that in my bo-som glow. Oh! cease, my heart, thy throbbing hide; An-oth-er soon will 
teU 5ie thoughts that dwell within. Oh ! let me rouse my sleeping pride. And from his gaze my 
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be his bride ; And hope's last faint, but cheering ray. Will then for - ev - er pass a - way. 
feelings hide; He shall not smile, to think that I With love for him could pine and die. 
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JOYFULLY, JOYFULLY. 



Wic. HrifTBB. 
'Christian Victor.' 



I. Toy - ful - ly, joy - ful - ly on - wardl move. Bound to the land of bright spir - its a - boy 



1. Joy - ful - ly, joy - ful - ly on - ward I move. Bound to the land of bright spir - its a - bove ; 

2. Friends, fondly cherished, have passed on before ; Waiting, they watch me ap - proaching the shore ; 

3. Death, with thy weapons of war lay me low. Strike, king of ter-rors! I fear not the blow; 
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An - gel - ic chor - is - ters sing 
Singing to cheer me thro' death 
Je - sus hath broken the bars 



^^ g^' I ^ ^^-^ "—I 

as I come, Joy - ful - ly, joy - ful - ly haste to thy home ! 

's chilling gloom ; Joyful-ly, joy - ful - ly haste to thy home. 

of the tomb ! Joy - fill - ly, joy - ful - ly will I go home. 
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Soon with my pil-grim-age end 
Sounds of sweet melo - dy fall 
Bright will the mom of e - ter 



^ 



ed be - low. Home to the land of bright spir - its I go; 
on mine ear; Harps of the blessed, your voi- ces I hear; 
ni - ty dawn. Death shall be banished, his socp - tfe be gone; 
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Pil-grim and stranger no more shall I roam; Joy -ful - ly, joy -ful - ly rest - ing at home. 
Rings with the har - mo -E 
Joy - ful - ly, then, shall 



Rings with the har - mo -ny heaven's high dome, Joy - ful - ly, joy - fill - ly haste to thy home. 
.Ill wit -ness his doom, Joy -ful -ly, joy -ful - ly, safe - ly at home. 
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ONCE MORE, MY SOUL. 



tfJ-i 
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Isaac Watts. 
Carl G. Glasbr. "Azmoh/ 
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1. Once more, my soul, the 

2. 'Tis He sup - ports my 

3. Great God, let all my 



lis - ing day 
mor - tal frame; 
hours be Thine, 



Sa - lutes thy wak - ing eyes; 
My tongue shall speak His praise; 
While I en - joy the light; 
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tri - bute pay To Him who rules the skies, 
wrath to flame, And yet His wrath de - lays, 
smiles de - cline, And bring a peace - fill night. 



Once more, my voice, thy 
My sins would rouse His 
Then shall my sun in 
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SALUTE THE HAPPY MORN. 



... j«„., 
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John Byrom. 



m 
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1. Christians, a - wake, sa - lute the happy mom. Whereon the Saviour of mankind was bom, 

2. Then to the watchful shepherds it was told. Who heard th'angelic herald's voice: "Behold, 

3. He spake, and straightway the ce-les-tial choir In hymns of joy, unknown before, con - spire: 

4. To Bethlehem straight the happy shepherds ran, To see the wonder God had wrought for man : 
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Rise to a- dore the mys-te-ry of love, Which hosts of angels chanted from a - 
I bring good tid - ings of a Saviour's birth To you and all the nations up - on 
The praises of re - deeming love they sang. And Heaven's whole arch with alleluias 
Ana found with Jo - seph and the blessM maid, Her Son, the Saviour, in a man - ger 



bove; 

earth: 

rang: 

laid; 
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With them the joy - ful tidings first be - gun 
This day hath God fuifill'd His promised word, 
God's highest glo • ry was their anthem still. 
Amazed, the wondrous story they proclaim, 



Of God In - carnate and the Virgin's Son. 
This day is bom a Saviour, Christ the Lx)rd. 
Peace up • on earth, and unto men good - will. 
The earliest heralds of the Saviour's Name. 
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HARK! THE GLAD SOUND 1 
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N. Hbrmann 
Philip Doddkidgb. 
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1. Hark! the glad sound! the Sav - iour comes, The Sav - iour prom-ised long; 

2. He comes the pris - oners to re - lease In Sat - an's bond - age held ; 

3. He comes from thick - est films of vice To clear the men - tal ray, 

4. Our glad ho - san • nas. Prince of Peace, Thy wel - come shall pro - claim ; 
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Let ev - 'ry heart pre - pare a throne. And ev - 'ry voice a 

The gates of brass be - fore Him burst, The i - ron fet - tcrs 

And on the eyes op - pressed with night To pour ce - les - tial 

And Heaven's e - ter - nal arch - es ring With Thy be - lov - ed 
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song. 

yield. 

day. 

Name. 
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THE CHORISTER 

Andante moderato. 



F. E. Wbathbrly. 
Akthur S. Suluvam. 



_ ^ Anaante moderato. 1^ I i i i i i t 



1. Oh, sweet and dim the light and shade A - cross the min - ster stealing ; I heard the grand old 

2. His earn - est eyes to Heaven were bent With yearning pure and low - ly. To fol - low where bis 
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or-ganplay'd,The anthem upward steal -ing. One boy's sweet voice a -bove the rest I 
sing-ing went, And join the an -gels ho - ly. No gen -tie mother's love had he, But 
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heard so clear - ly rineini?, Tne 
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heard so clear - ly ringing. The angeU must his dreams have blest, To teach him such sweet singing. 
Cod had com -fort given. For he might sii^ on earth. And she might hear her child from HeaVn. 
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3. iJast night I dreamt of harps of gold ; Heav'n's gates were rolled asun • der ; I saw the grave, sweet 
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face of old Up -raised in joy and won -der. He sings a - mong the an - gels now, Be 

^0 m 
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side the crys-tal riv - er; Thelightof God is onhisbrow For-ev - er, and for-ev - er. 
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MARY AT THE TOMB 



John Nbwton, 1779. 
J. Blumbnthal. " Blumbnthax..' 
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1. Ma - ry to the Saviour's tomb Hast-ed at the ear -ly dawn; Spice she brought, and 

2. But her sorrows quick -ly fled When she heard His welcome voice; Christ had ris - en 

3. He who came to com -fort her. When she thought her all was lost, Will for your re- 
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sweet perfume. But the Lord she loved was gone; For a while she lingering stoc 
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sweet perfume, Biut the Lord she loved was gone; For a while she lingering stood, Filled with 
from tne dead, Now He bids her heart re • joice; What a change His word can make. Turn • ing 
lief ap - pear, Tho' you now are tempest -tossed; On His word your burden cast, On His 
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sor - row and surprise, Trembling, while a crystal flood Issued from her weep - ing eyes, 
dark-ness in- today; Ye who weep for Je-sus' sake, He will wipe your tears a • way. 
love your thoughts employ; Weeping for a-while may last. But the mom - ing brings the joy. 
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OH, FOR A HEART, 



Chaklbs Wbslbt, Z749. 
Wm. Tansur. "St. Martiii's.** 
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1. Oh, for a heart to praise my God, A heart 

2. A heart re - signed, sub - mis - sive, meek, My great 

3. An hum • ble, low_ - ly, con - trite heart, Be - Sev 



fh>m sin set free! 
Re - deemer's throne 1 
ing, true, and clean; 



H 









A heart that 
Where on - ly 
Which neith - er 



al 

Christ 

life 
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ways feels Thy blood, So free 

is heard to speak, Where Je • sus 

nor death can part From Him that 



shed for me ! 
reigns a • lone, 
dwells with - in. 
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4. A heart in every thought renewed, 
And full of love divine ; 
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, 
A copy, Lord, of Thine! 



5. Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart, 
Come quickly from above. 
Write Thy new name upon my heart. 
Thy new, best name of Love. 
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LADDIE 

•O; A ndantino grasioto. 



Giro Pinsuti. 
H. L. D'Arcy Jaxonb. 




1. O ! Laddie was somebody's darling, So somebody often* said; And his loving breast was a 

2. Laddie was somebody's darling, But somebody's love grew cold; The idol he made a 
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per - feet rest For somebody's wea - ry head. And somebody's smile was like sunshine When 
victim was laid At the shrine of the god of gold ; So^sunlight was changed into shadow And he 




walidng by somebody's side, And oft as he told the story of old, So somebody's lips re- 
bo wed his head in the strife ; In a bro - ken heart, he buried each part Of the light and love of his 
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animando. 
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Elicd, " O ! Laddie, Laddie, Laddie, I nev - er can love but thee ; Until death doth part you have 
fe. O! Laddie, Laddie, Laddie, Thou wert made for more than thisy To be loved a day and then 
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won my heart, And are all ♦he world to me; Until death doth part you have won my heart. And are 
flung away, Just bought and sold with a kiss. To be loved a day and then flung away. Just 
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all the world to me. 2. O I bougHt and sold with'a kiss. 3. 1 Laddie was somebody's 
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dar • ling, As somebody knows to - day, But love tamed late for the Golden Gate Has 
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severed their lives for aye; But in the green acre of Heaven, Where somebody knows he 



SI 






^ 






— [and 

sleeps ; 0*er a grassy grave where moon daisies wave, Somebody kneels and weeps, Somebody kneels 
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eon senttmento. 



motto rail. 
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weeps, Somebody kneels and weeps, O! Laddie, Laddie, Laddie, Come back if 'tis but to say The 
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angels above have found thee a love, And borne thy burden away ! Come back, come back if 'tis but to say, The 

.r^ T.-rrrff-. 




angels above have found thee a love. And borne thy burden away ! And borne thy burden away. 
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The Battle Hymn of the Republic, was often sung 
in the course of the late civil war and under a great 
variety of circumstances. Among other anecdotes, I 
have heard of its having once lol a '< farlom-hope " 
through a desperate encounter to a successful issue. 
The wild echoes of the fearful struggle have long since 
died away, and with them all memories of unkindness 
between ourselves and our Southern brethen. But 
those who once loved the hymn still sing it In many 
a distant Northern town where I have stood to speak, 
the song has been sung by the choir of some one of 
the churches before or after the lecture. I could 
hardly believe my ears when, at an entertainment at 
Baton Rouge, which I shared with other officers of 



the New Orleans Expo^tion, the band broke bravely 
into the John Brown tune. It was scarcely less sur- 
prising for me to hear my verses song at the Exposition 
by the colored people, who had invited me to speak 
to them in their own department. A piinted copy of 
the words and music was once sent to me from Con- 
stantinople, by whom I never knew. But when I 
visited Roberts College, in the neighborhood of that 
city, the good professors and their ladies at parting 
asked me to listen well to what I might hear on my way 
down the steep declivity. I did so, and heard, in sweet, 
ftdl cadence, the lines which scarcely seem mine, so 
much are they the breath of that heroic time, and of the 
feeling with which it was filled.— ^«/ta Ward Howe 



THE FAIRIES' DANCE. 
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C. W. Gloves. 
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AlUgrttto. 

1. In this sheltered mos-sy dell. Far from haunts of men we dwell, Where the gar - ish 

2. Round the mushroom's tawny breast, There we hold our el - fin feast; Hon - eyed stores of 
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eye of day Sheds abroad its ray ; Here dancing on the daisied ground, Bright rings we trace a - 
saf - fron hue. Acorn cups of dew; Full sweetly thus our moments fly, Un - til the dawn we 
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round. All when the moon with sil - ver light II - lumes the brow of nig 
spy, Then in - to pur - pie bells we creep, To taste of balm - y sleep. 
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la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la; Tra la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 
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There was a good deal of gloomy feeling at Mnr- 
freesboro' jast after the battle of Stone River. The 
losses in the army had been terrible; and, besides, 
there were among the troops a large number of Ken- 
tucky and Tennessee regiments to whom the Emanci- 
pation Proclamation was not satisfactory. A number of 
officers had resigned, or tendered resignation, on 
account of it. One day a whole batch of resignations 
came in, all written in the same handwriting and 
coming from one regiment, including nearly all the 
officers in it, assigning as a reason their unwillingness 
to serve longer, in consequence of the change in the 
purpose and conduct of the war. The instigator of 
these letters was found and dismissed with every mark 



of ignominy — his shoulder straps were cut off, and he 
was dnunmed out of camp. This heroic remedy caused 
the officers whom he had misled to withdraw their 
resignations, but the thing rankled^ A few days after- 
ward a glee club came down from Giicago, bringing 
with them the new song: *< We'll rally round the flag, 
boys,'' and it ran through the camp like wildfire. The 
effect was little short of miraculous. It put as much 
spirit and cheer into the army as a victoiy. Day and 
mght one could hear it by every camp fire and in every 
tent. I never shall forget how the men rolled out the 
line, '' And although he may be poor, he shall never 
be a slave." I do not know that Mr. Root knows 
what good work his song did for us there, but I hope so. 



BUY MY ROSES 
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1. Un - like the flowers so bright and gay That gem the paths of life, But 

2. Like true and pure fi - del - i • ty. Those flowers are ev • er found; They'll 
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fade like fai - ry 



dreams a - way, Or &11 'mid storm-clouds' rife. Unlike the 

raise no tear in lov - er's eye, Nor ten- der bo - som wound; Andtho'the 
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flower that tempts the eye. But when 'tis gath-ered stings; Its pain remains, its 
leaves may fade a - way, As earth - ly things de - part. Their fragrance ne'er can 
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beau - ties fly. Far, far on care -less wings: Then buy my ro - ses, la- dies, buy; I 
know de-cay, But still dwells round the heart: Then buy my ro - ses, la -dies, buy; I 
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pluckedthemfreshthismom; Fear not, I of-fer you to-day a rose without a thorn. 
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WHERE THE ASPENS QUIVER. 

Andante." 



T. H. Bayly. 
Albxandbr Lbs. 
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1. Come where the as - pens quiv - er Down by the flow - ing riv - er; Bring your gui - tar, 

2. Come to the wild - rose bow - er, Come at the ves - per hour; Bring your gui - tar, 
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Bring your gui - tar, Sing me the songs I 
Bring your gui - tar. Sing me the songs I 



love. Come where the aspens quiv - er, 

love. Come to the wild-rose bow-er, 
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Down by the flow - ing riv- er; Bring your guitar. Bring your guitar, Sing me the songs I 
Come at the ves - per hour; Bring your gui tar. B ring your guitar, Sing me the songs I 

.J3 
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love. Sing me of fame and glo - ry. Sing of the poor maid's story. When her true love must 
love. Sing of affection slighted. Sing me of fond hopes blighted, Sing of the dew - y 




leave her, Called to the Ho - ly War. Come, . . . come where the as - pens quiv - er, 
flow - er, Sing of the eve - ning star. Come, . . . come where the as - pens quiv - er, 
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Down by the flow - ing riv - er ; Bring your guitar, Bring your guitar, Sing me the songs I love. 
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THE BIRD'S NEST. 



TT7jn:JiV i 3:;;i:^ 



Hblbn Thomas. 
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1. A briery lane where wild-birds sing All thro' the summer day, A beech treeold whose branches 

2. Four lit -tie eggs that pearl-like lie Beneath two brooding wings, A mate that hovers watch -ful 

3. A mournful note of plaint and woe Rings out on qui - et air, And little eggs lie crushed be- 

4. The mother bird on gladsome wing Returns to it no more, Her mate that loved to sit and 
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fling Long shadows o'er the way, A nest a- mid the rustling boughs Lined soft with moss so 

by. Or sits a- near and sings; A thoughtless boy whose cruel heart Cares not for lov-ing 

low On beech roots old and bare ! Andstill 'mid boughs of old beech tree, 'Mid rustling spray of 

sing. His summer songs are o'er I Ah, what can bring a hap-py past When lightand love are 
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green A ti - ny home, 

things, A bird that flies 

green, De - sert - ed nest 

fled! Ah, cru - el boy, 



a woodland house With leaves for shelt'ring screen, 

with tim - id start On scared and flutt'ring wings, 

you there may see But nought be - side is seen, 

that nought should last But mem • 'ries of the dead! 
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HARE AND HUNTER. 
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LiTTLB Folks. 
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the Moon shone bright and fair, 
he has not hit the hare; 
tie hare, in mor - tal fear. 



Ran a mer - ry lit - tie hare. 
See! he's load - ing now with care. 
Sprang be - hind the green hedge near, 
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Look - ing for its 
Put - ting pow - der 
Begged the Moon, " Put 
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ev'-ning food — Hunt 
in and lead; <*Lit 
out your light. Hide 

:g: -r ■^- 



' er's shot rings thro' 
tie hare will soon 
me from the hunt 
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the wood, 
be dead." 
er's sight." 
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Then the Moon her brightness veiled 
'Neath the clouds which o'er her sailed; 
Gathered clouds both great and small 
Turning light to darkness all. 



Little hare then went to bed, 
Coat and shoes placed by his head, 
Laid him down in moss so bright. 
Soundly slept till morning light. 
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Who has not felt the influence of the songs of child- 
hood? A strain from the air of some lullaby, quaint 
and old, it comes like an awakened echo from the 
silent land; and often the dewdrops of childhood's 
happy mom twinkle anew in the dying rays of the sun- 
set of age. Perhaps the song may be faulty in rhyme 
and metre ; perhaps it is but a bit of doggerel, mean- 
ingless to the mass of mankind, and wedded to an air 
that would be beneath the notice of a musician of cul- 
ture. But the song is sweet to the ear of one who asso- 
ciates the homely lay with memories of days that will 
come again no more forever. Did you ever listen to 
an old man, bent with age, and grey with the snows 
of many, winters, piping some ancient hymn ? or, 
perhaps, trying to whistle a fiddle tune forgotten by 
others? All 3ie pathos and passion of life are inter- 



woven in the discordant notes that are trilled with the 
uncertain quaver of a bird-note in November. Set to 
some such melody are all the finer chords that thrill 
the human soul. The ancient dame still hums " Bar- 
bara Allen " to the click of her knitting needles as she 
sits on the sunlit side of her cottage, while the sun 
pauses on the brow of the mountain to fling a halo ar 
round her wrinkled brow for fear that it may be beyond 
the reach of an earthly sunbeam before the dawn. 
Many a stem heart has been softened by the broken 
chant of an old darkey crooning a weizd song of the 
old plantation time. And many an erring one has been 
brought to the footstool of God by the sacred hannon- 
ies of one of those camp-meeting songs that were sent 
up as a sweet incense to heaven from the pious lips of 
those fathers and mothers in Israel whose hallowed 



THE WAEFU' HEART, 

Largketto. 



Susanna Blamirs. 



- JLarghetto. ^ |^ 



1. Gin living worth could win my heart, You wouldna speak in vain; But in the darksome 

2. Yet, oh ! gin Heav*n in mercy soon Would grant the boon I crave, And tak* this life, now 

3. "I come, I come, my Jamie dear, And, oh I wi' what gude - will, I fol-low whaurso- 
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fu' heart lies 
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grave it's laid, Nev - er to rise a - gain, 

naething worth, Sin' Jamie's in his grave! 

e'er ye lead. Ye can - na lead to ill." 
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My wae - ni' heart lies low wi' his Whose 
And see, his gen - tie spir - it comes. To 
She said, and soon a dead - ly pale Her 
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heart was on - ly mine ; And,'oh ! what a heart was that to lose, But I maun ne'er' re - pine, 
show me on my way ! Surprised, nae doubt, I still am here, Sair wond'ring at my stay, 
fad • ed cheek possessed; Her waefu' heart for -got to beat. Her sor • row sunk to rest 
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lips have long ago been taught the new songs that find 
an echo in the murmuring of the waters of Eden's 
crystal streams. Generations pass, and the restless 
millions of mortality come and go. The shadows of 
oblivion enshroud alike the forms of the best beloved 
and the veriest outcasts among the children of men. 
But good songs never die. The hymn that is chanted 
in the synagogues to-day was heard by the waters of 
Babylon in the long ago. The uncouth jangle that is 
wafted across the rice fields of Carolina by an assem- 
blage of negro toilers has set the languid air astir in 
the depths of the Senegambian jungle. Where is the 
Frenchman whose heart does not Uirob at the sound 
of the " Marseillaise ? " The American-bom grandson 
of some Scottish cotter listens with a strange feeling of 



exhilaration to the triumphant notes of << The Campbells 
are Commg." The hills of Germany arise before the 
mind's eye of the Teuton when the band strikes up 
" Die Wacht am Rhine." The thrilling refrain of 
the " Star-Spangled Banner " arose above the shriek 
of the storm and the boom of breakers on the wild Sa- 
moan shore as the waves closed over the men of the 
Trenton and Vandalia. And what heart of the South 
does not beat quicker as the first familiar strain of 
** Dixie " salutes his ear. The old songs ! The summer 
winds bear them to the gales of autumn, and they con- 
sign them tenderly to the blasts of winter, which in turn 
transmit them as a precious legacy to the breezes of 
May. They belong to that class of ministering spirits 
that are immortal and will not perish from the earth. 
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A SHADOW, 

Andante. 



Akthur Sullivan. 
Adblaidb Anmb Proctor. 
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1. What lack the valleys and mountains That once were green and gay ? What lack the babbling 

2. What lack the ten - der flowers? A shadow is on the sun. What lack the mer - ry 
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»f a voice, 



fountains? Their voice is sad to - day, Their voice is sad to - day, 
hours That I long that they were done, I long that they were done ? 



Only the sound of 

Only two smiling eyes That 
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Tender and sweet and low That made the earth rejoice A year a - go, A year a - go. 

told of joy and mirth They are shining in the skies ! I mourn on earth ! I mourn on earth f 
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'What lacks my heart that makes it so heavy .and full of pain ? That tiembling hope forsakes it 
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Nev - er to come a • gain, Nev - er to come a - gain. On • ly an - oth - er heart. 
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Tender and all mine own, In the still"'^'^ grave it lies; I weep alone; I weep alone. 
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It was the night before Christmas in England, and 
the snow was falling. They did not mind it in happy 
homes, where lamps were lighted and fires burned 
cheetily, and tables were spread for tea. But a little 
robin, cold and hungry, hopped about, wearily seek- 
ing food and shelter. Our robins fly away south be- 
fore snow comes, but this was across the sea, where 
the robin stays all the year. The little bird lighted 
on window-sills and tapped with his beak, but was 
seldom heard. Once two little girls looked out of 
the window and saw him, but it was so very cold 
that they quickly ran to the warm fire, and birdie flew 



away. After awhile an old man came along in the 
path that led to the village church. Robin hopped 
behind him, and when he opened the .door, birdie 
was close by and went in without being noticed. O 
how warm and comfortable the church was! The 
Sunday-school children had been there with their 
teachers, trimming the church with holly and mistle- 
toe and singing Christmas carols. The fire was to be 
kept all night, that it might be warm for Christmas 
service. The old man put on fresh coal and went 
home. Birdie hopped about in the firelight, picking 
up some crumbs he found on the floor. Some cakes 



WHISPER WHAT THOU FEELEST. 

HP 



Brinlbt Richards. 
From " Crown Diamonds.' 



^ ^ Andante con moto. , |< ^| t VV | ^ i -<= > 

tf/n-,M | jjJ.I | ;H:[ | ;jj:^j.j|j,;J,J | 



p 

1. Oh! whisper what them feel -.est, that no un-hallowM ear May list - en to the 

2. The bash-ful bird of e • yen, that shuns the plum-ed throng, Pours foith her plaintive 
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mu - sic Of words to me so dear! But if their tones should falter, And on thy lip should 

mag • ic. When none can hear her song ; And so do thou but whisper The sounds that I would 
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die. Oh! let their hon - ied sweetness Be gathered from thy sigh. Oh! whisper what thou 
hear. When their enchant-ing soft-ness, Can reach none oth - er ear. Oh 1 whisper what thou 




feel • est, that no unhallowed ear May list • en to the mu - sic Of words to me so dear! 
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had been given to the children. How welcome this 
little supper was to the hungry robin, you can guess. 
Then he perched himself on the railings of the stairs, 
and tucked his head under his wing — a very sleepy 
and happy bird. In the morning his bright eyes 
espied first thing the scarlet holly berrries. This was 
indeed a royal feast in Robin's eyes, enough to last for 
many weeks of wintry weather. The hours flew on, 
and the happy children came and sang their Christ- 
mas carols. Just as the first verse was finished, a 
clear, rich, joyous song burst from birdie's little throat 
high above, among the green branches. The minister 



raised his hand to keep silence while birdie sang, and 
then opening the Bible, read in reverent tones, " Yea, 
the sparrow hath found a house, and the swallow a 
nest for herself where she may lay her young: Tliine 
altars, O Lord of hosts!" "This time," said the 
minister, "our favorite bird, our little Robin Red- 
breast, has found a lodging and a breakfast in the 
church where we come to pray for our daily bread. 
Snow is all around, covering the ground and bush^: 
he was cold and hungry, and might have perished in 
the storm; but the good All-Father, in his pitying 
love and tenderness, guided the tiny wings hither." 
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THOU ART GONE FROM MY GAZE. 
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Moderato. \ V \ ^ ^ 11 

1. Thou art gone from my gaze like a beau-ti - ful dream. And I seek thee in 

2. Of the birds in thy l»w*r now com - pan-ions I make, Ev-'ry sim- pie wild 
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vain by the mea - dow and stream ; Oft I breathe thy dear name in the wind float - ing 
flow - er I prize for thy sake : The deep woods and dark wilds can a pleas -ure im- 
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by, But thy sweet voice is mute to my bo - som's lone sigh, In the still-ness of 
part, For their sol -i-tude suits my sad sor • row- worn heart. Thou art gone from my 
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nigSt, when the Stars mildly shine, My heart fondly holds sweet communion with thine: For I 
gaze, yet I wUl not re - pine. Ere longwe shall meet In the home that's now thine, Thou art 
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feel thou art near, andwhere-e'er I may be, That thy spir-it of love keeps a 
gonefix>mmy gaze, yet I will not re • pine, Ere longwe shall meet in the 




watch o- ver me. Thy spir-it of love keeps a watch o - ver me. 

home that's now thine. Ere longwe shall meet in the home that's now thine. 
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Much that was worldly and meretricious once 
gathered around the shrine of music, till many were 
blinded, and mistook the fogs and mists, the pestilent 
miasmas that hid the sun, for eternal darkness itself, 
as though the very source of light were blackness 
and sin. "Away with it all," said the Puritan, " the 
monkish mockeries and the monkish music; it is all 
evil. We will have straight lines. Curves are 
crooked lines, and they lead to evil, whether they be 
called curves of beauty or curves of sound. Music 
and dancing are sin ; we will none of them." Yet, 



spite of the stem, straight-laced old Puritans, beauty 
and harmony came over in the "Mayflower" with 
youth and love and life. For were there not human 
hearts beneath those sombre vestments? — truth, earn- 
estness, and zeal, and the harmony of a common pur- 
pose? Music might be stifled, hidden for a time, 
out the birds still sang, the waves still beat, winds 
murmured through the forests, rivulets rippled and 
danced over pebbles, the whole world was full of 
music; consciously or unconsciously the hearts of 
those diat listened to nature's matin and vesper hymn 



WHEN THE MISTS. 



Annie Hbrbeht. 

J.J. ROUSSBAU, X77S, 
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1. When the mists have rolled in splen - dor From the beau - ty 

2. If we err in hu - man blind - ness. And for - get that 

Fa - ther 



3. When the mists have risen a - bove us, As 



our 



of the hills, 

we are dust; 

knows his own, 
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And the sun - shine, warm and ten - der. Falls in kiss - es 

If we miss the law of kind - ness, When we strug - gle 

Face to face with those who love us. We shall know as 
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on the rills, 

to be just; 

we are known , 
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We may read love's shin - ing let - ter In the 
Snow - y wings of peace shdl cov - er All the 
Low be - yond the o • rient mead - ows. Floats the 



rain - bow of the spray : 

an • guish of to - day; 

gold - en fringe of day; 
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We shall know each oth - er bet - ter, When the mists have rolled a - way. 
When the wea - ly watch is o - ver. And the mists have rolled a - way. 
Heart to heart we*ll bide the shad - ows. Till the mists have rolled a • way. 
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grew purer, braver, more inspiring. A reaction was 
natural and it was as speedy as could have been ex- 
pected. Scarcely two centuries have passed, and 
the growth of the country politically and numerically 
is not more astounding than the change in the inner 
life, in the hunger and thirst for the once-forbidden 
fruit, in the land of the Puritans. The more prosaic 
and sordid a man's daily life and occupation, the 
more he needs outlooks and leadings to a higher life. 
The more he dwells among things, the greater his 
need of contact with a spirit greater &an mere 



thines; the material life must touch the immaterial; 
the body must have an indwelling soul with aspira- 
tions and affinities, with a life above and beyond the 
daily needs of this world. After the instinct of self- 
preservation, the strongest motives spring from the 
emotional nature; all that is best and most inspiring 
claims kinship with it. To the purest element in 
that emotional nature music appeals, always soothing 
if it can not solace, rousing always the higher, never 
the lower, nature ; it is a subtle, potent influence, 
moulding not only individual but nadonl character. 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION 

REVIVE US AGAIN. 



8i 



J. J. Husband. 
Wm. Patoiv Mackay. 
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1. We praise thee, O God ! for the Son of Thy love, For Je - sus who died, and is now gone a - bove. 

2. We praise Thee, O God ! for Thy spirit of light, Who has shown us our Saviour and scattered our night. 

3. All glory and praise to the LAmb that was slain, Who has borne all our sins, and has cleansed ev*ry stain . 

4. Re • vive us again ; fill each heart with Thy love ; May each soul be rekindled with fire from above. 
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Hal - le - lu - jahl Thine the glo - ly; Hal- le - lu - jah! A 
Hal - le - lu - jahl Thine the glo - ry; Hal - le - lu - jahl A 



men I 
men! 
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Hal - le - lu - jah! Thine the glo - ry; 
Hal - le - lu - jah! Thine the glo - ly; 



Re - vive us 
Re - vive us 



a • gam. 
a - gain. 
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FROM ALL THAT DWELL. 
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Isaac Watts. 
John Hatton. " Dukb Strbbt.' 
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1. From all that dwell be 

2. £ - ter-nal are Thy 

3. Your lofty themes, ye 

4. In ev-'ry land be • 



low the 
mer • cies, 
mor • tals, 
gin the 



skies, 
Lord, 
bring; 
song; 



Let the Cre - a - tor*s 
E - ter-nal truth at 
In songs of praise di 
To ev-'ry land the 



praise a - nse; 
tend Thy word; 
vine - ly sing; 
strains be - long; 




Let the Re-deem -er's name be sung. Thro' ev-*ry land^ by ev - 'ry tongue. 



Let the Re-deem-er's name 

Thy praise shall sound from shore 

The great sal - va - tion loud 

In cheerful sounds all voi 



be sung. Thro' ev-*ry land^ by ev - 'ry tongue, 
to shore. Till suns shall rise and set no more, 
pro - claim, And shout for joy the Sav-iour's name, 
ces raise, And fill the world with loud - est praise. 
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I. Thy kindness to our fathers shown 

Their children's children long shall own; 
To Thee, with grateful hearts, shall raise 
The tribute of exulting praise. 
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2. Great God, our guardian, guide, and friend, 
O still Thy sheltering arm extend, 
Preserved by Thee for ages past 
For ages let Thy kindness last. Roscot, 
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MtTSlCAL tones are distinguishable from each other 
by their intensity, force, or loudness; by their pitch or 
relative height; and by their quality or //iw^r^. The 
intensity, force, or loudness of a tone depends upon 
the extent or amplitude of the vibrations — the greater 
the extent of the vibrations the louder the sound. 
Pitch depends on the number of the vibrations that 
strike the ear in a given time, — the greater the number 
of vibrations the higher the pitch. As the number of 
vibrations increases, the time occupied by each dim- 
inishes, and the length of the wave is shortened. 
Hence, the shorter the vibrations or waves of sound the 
higher the tone. The quality, color, or timbre of the 



tone is that peculiarity attaching to each, which renders 
it easy to distinguish notes of the same intensity and 
pitch proceeding from different instruments. Thus^ 
we can readily distinguish the same note as coming 
from a piano, a violin, a flute, or other instrument. 
This has been proved by Helmholtz to arise from the 
presence of a certain number of overtones, which are 
produced with every tone which is sounded. These 
overtones are usually called the harmonics of the given, 
frindamental tone. Thus, each musical tone is a com- 
pound made up of a series of different tones — ^the first 
being the fundamental, or prime partial tone of the 
compound, and the rest its harmonic upper partial tones. 



THE HOUR OF REST. 
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1. At eve alone among the trees, Be • side the stream I pass,' I hear the bird up« 

2. Sleep soon, O world ! thy rest is brief. Sink soon, thou west'ring beam, The stream is singing 
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on the breeze. The breeze upon the grass, The oreeze upon the crass. 



on the breeze. The breeze upon the grass, The breeze upon the grass, 
to the leaf. The leaf sings to the stream. The leaf sings to the stream. 
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What is your song, O breeze? O bird? O sweet bird, fly- ing to your nest? 
What is your song, O leaf? O stream ?0 gray stream, flowing to the west? 
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What is your song? 
What is your song? 



What is your song, O sweet bird, fly - ing 
What is your song, O gray stream, flowing 



to your nest? 
to the west? 
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Rest! 



Rest to the weary world ! Rest ! Rest 1 Rest to the weary world ! ResU 
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COME WHEN THOU WILT. 

Andante eon espress. 



^ 



W. Lansdon. 



^^i'iS I JJl/ii l j^^ljlJj'J^^ 



1. Come in the spring-time, come in the summer. Come when the autumn makes leafless each tree, 

2. When thou wert with me, then came there stealing Sweet recollections of days that are o'er, 

0*^ m m 






fTm^-^^i--^n\iliUl \ ^^ 



Or when the chill wind of win -ter is blowing, Come when thou wilt, I've a welcome for thee ! 
Fondly I listened to vol - ces of loved ones, Saw my loved home in the valley once more ; 



^S5g= 



i'ui':fflr'^n'i'' 



^ 



i 



feStt 



¥ ¥ V^ 



pi J,;j^7 l J V^JJjj; j, | j J:J: 4# 



Wei -come as sunshine to birds and to flow-ers. Or first sight of land to one 
There thou wert near me in joy or in sad-ness, I felt I could ev - er be 



i^Vrg ' SFPFiF S'l ^p: giFe- Sf g - HJ 



f=5 



fji'- j',u;u j:7r^^^ 



^>=f^ 



- pi - est hours; 



adiiS.'wt **'^ I aiempc. ^ 

roam - ing the sea: Thou bring - est a - gain all my hap ^_ _ _ , 

con - stant to thee : Then come when thou wilt, and with true, heartfelt gladness, 



ff )t3 F 



^44^ '^'U'' in' mm 



fcsit 



rj'J''^"Qj:rfj:JJH J: nj^ 



^^ 



Come when thou wilt, I've a wel - come for thee ! 
Come when thou wilt, I've a wel - come for thee! 



Come when thou wilt. 
Come when thou wilt, 



£ gf F FFIP g'g"p^iC e:sp 



fe^ 



H^y^Jj. i p'i:^ ^ 



^Bt 



m 



Come when thou wilt, Come when thou wilt, I've a wel -come for thee! 



$ 



m^ 



stt 



^ 



=^= 
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•ROBERT! ROBERT I 






G. Mbtbrbbbr. 

mf 



Ro • bert ! Ro- bert ! all \, love on earth ! Oh, calm— oh, calm now this beat-ing heait ! Thou 



^ 



^.pp i piyiTir : 



^ 



^=ft 



H i rc i f^n 



J=±=t2: 



4=1 



| |/^J J/ | JJI;JJ1^^ ^ 



■I ^ 1 Jjjju: 



^ 



^^ 



T 



see'st my des - pair, Thou see'st my des- pair. Deign, oh, deign to save thjrself — to save thy- 

-<g> -(9- ^ -P --^ 



ttop p g i [;r i PH i pL'i,«F 



m 



^^ 



if' JMirTprTris'^ffl^ 



Oh ! hear me — oh ! hear me in my despair 




self and me, Oh ! hear me — oh ! hear me in my despair ; No, no, no, no ! oh ! deign to hear ! No, no, no. 



rr i f f f i p ff i f F^ ii ^^ i f ^^ 

Ohl hearme—oht hear ida ^ U 1^ U 



m 



^ 



6hl hear me— oh I hear me 



i^ j-JVI A I r^ff I jJ-^ P'l-V fll , i" i h'i^J?..f, I 



no ! in my des- i>air ; Ah 1 deign to h^ar, — yes I in my des - pair. Yes I thy heart,— 



m 



^^m 



to ■]P" "^tyg 



Ahl ye.. 



B^ 



■- r *ix 



y 9" 1 — I ^V V 



tf,>i^ >.l?-l i :/p.>VP^ ,f |; i . ,r j»^ J^i J-B J-f i ; I. 



yes ! thy heart vow'd love and hon - or to that heart — to that heart. Do I plead now in vain ? 



fe^ E'gF l j .^ 



i 



rrrrnr xi\\ 



E 



V P 




Thus bending I implore thee. Ah I do not slight my pray *r, Oh I set my spirit once more free. And I thy lot will 



'ik\^i^i^f^^\f f4^^<^cygWf r ff'g 



* Pronounce at if spelled Robair, the French pronunciation of the word. 
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M> ^f ii\i^ mw ^ s i r! ^\i^JS^i^ ^ 



^ 



share, Thy lot will share, Thy lot will share. Deign, oh, deign to save thyself — ^to save thyself and me ! 



^l \ iMpM^ 



^m 



^ 



f\ 



©— #= 



li^p-f i p^S'^a i j^f'i'iii^^jifei i j^j^ 



m. 



Oh ! hear me, — oh ! hear me in my despair. Oh ! Robert, Robert, now rescue me. Let us from all danger 



ffi 



'1 r iT I T 



^vv pC pF FIupi I F-jht-p- 



i 



^sei 



^ 



li/'^iTiimf Mbb^^ ii i 'i i'f J 



S 



flee ; Oh, see my despair ! Oh, see my despair ! Oh, see my despair ! Oh , see my despair ! Ah ! deign , oh , 



^^ 



8^-^^ 
^^m- 



WZ\¥\\ 



S2Z3K 



iOL 



9=9^ 



^^i' i \m-i^^ - u \ {-ff \ ?^ ^\\'^^ 



** 



m 



deign to save thyself— to save thyself and me, Oh, hear me— oh , hear me in my de - spair 1 



7mmm!\}rm 



^ 



BIRD OF THE GREENWOOD 



gJif8jiJ , ^.AJ»jiJi^J- i V^^'^:^ 



G. Vbrdi. 




1 . Bird of the greenwood, Oh ! why art thou here ? I^caves dance not o'er thee, Flow'rs bloom not near, 

2. * Midst the wUd billows Thy place must not be. As 'midst the wavings Of wild-rose and tree; 

3. Or art thou seeking Some brighter land Where, by the south wind, Vine leaves are fanned? 



i^i'iifff i f^fifft i f irrrfirrrrr fT rn 



^^^i^n^PI 



^*rt^ 



f=M 



All the sweet waters Far hence are at play. Bird of the green • wood, A-way, a • way, a - way 1 
How should'st thou battle With storm and with spray ? Bird of the greenwood. Away, away, a - way I 
'Midst the wild billows Why then de - lay I Bird of the green - wood, A-way, a - way, a - way ! 
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OUR DAILY BREAD. 



W. M. Hutchinson. 
Adblaidb Anns Psoctor. 



M^jjjiJij-j i rjrr#j i FbJJ 



Ttm<Urly, 

1. Give US our dai - ly 

2. Give us our dai - ly 

3. Give us our dai - ly 

4. Give us our dai - iy 



bread, O God, the Bread of strength; For we have learned, 

bread, The bit -ter bread of grief; We[sought a • far earth's 

bread To cheer our faint - ing soul; The precious feast of 

bread, The bread of an - gels, Lord, By us so ma • ny 



n'^iif i f gf Fif^^g ircr[ i ^"MFff ff 



^>^ i Jj J i 



i ^j;jlj4'.|ji.| ,.r.4' | .|^ 



joy I to know How weak we are at length; As children we are weak, As children must be 

poison'd feasts For pleasure and re • lief! We sought her deadly fruits; But now, O God, in - 

comfoit,Lord,Ana peace to make us whole; For we are sick of tears. The bit -ter tears we 

ma- ny times Broken, betrayed, a - dored; His bod - y and His blood. The feast that Je - sus 



ri' i T i rrpr i ftnrrrt ^ iF ^ 



^ 



62^ 



kfnj-JlJ JJ Jlj/j J l ij'fljjii^ 



fed; Give us Thy matchless grace, O Lord, To be our dai-ly Bread, 

stead. We hum - bly ask Thy heal - ing grief To be our dai • ly Bread, 

shed; Now give us Thy dear corn-fort, I^rd, To be our dai-ly Bread, 

spread ; Give Him, our life, our hope, our all. To be our dai - ly Bread. 



¥^n^l \ V^\lVr\\i\a^\ 



^9- 



SONG OF TEMPERANCE. 



Naumanm. 



f%\ }\^ i\pp\^i\ \\n\pm 



1. Friends of free -dom, swell the 

2. For - ward ban - ners! let them 

3. God of mer • cy! hear us 

4. Has • ten. Lord, the hap 



song; Young and old, the strain pro - long; 

wave. On - ward march, a world to save! 

plead. For Thy help we in - ter - cede, 

day When, be - neath Thy gen - tie ray, 



^ 



r f i f r i f^fir f \ f r i f r \fff 



^ 



i 



■^UULft 




*=^ 



r r 'cgc 



Make our Temp'rance ar - my strong. 
Who would fill a drunkard's grave, 
Lo ! how ma • ny bo - soms bleed ! 
Wis - dom all the world shall sway, 



Break the 
Who would 
'Tis the 
And Thy 



H»^flf^^:^ l frl^^^^g 



yoke and right the wrong, 

with his mad • ness rave? 

dead - ly ser - pent's deed, 

will all men o - bey. 
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RAISE YOUR HANDS. 



School Songs. 






E 



1 . Raise your hands, if they are clean, Bv your teacher to be seen ; Hands and faces, clean and bright, 

2. Al - most see the pur -pie tide All a -long our fingers glide; Oh, how healtliy we must be, 

3. Brush your clothes, and comb your hair, Wash your face and hands with care ; Sparkle, sparkle,water pure. 



^ 



^ ^ ^ ^i [ ^ ^ [^ * ^ ^ ^ ^ *l ^ ^ V 



^ 



i^ 



ii»-V 



f i i J'-ftf7^i;j;^i^/^-^ij^ 



How they will our hearts de- light! Raise them high, and turn them so; Oh, they're almost 
When the blood can flow so free! Hid with dirt we should not know There are pret- ty 
Dirt - y hands we can't en- dure. Washing's pleasant, we are sure; Spar-kle, spar-kle, 



a ^ ^ 1^ ^ 1^ g C "'£ £ E ME ^^ 



k b ^ k 



y"iij^u'/;^ i j'JE^|^^^'| | /^'p 



^ 



- gain- 
veins be -low; All that glad - ly come to school. All must learn the clean -ly rule, 
wa - ter pure; Washing's pleas -ant, we are sure. Spar - kle, sparkle, wa - ter puret 



^^^ \ f [ g e i gf g^ i ffffif f f^i 



SgJMfc 



THE GOLDEN RULE. 



School Songs. 



r ^. r l J'JVJ1JJJflJ:N'^i :; IW^1JJ',r ^ 



To c 



.Willn 



1 . To do to others as I would That they should do to me, Will make me honest, kind and good. As 

2. We never should behave amiss. Nor need be doubtful long; As we may always tell by this, If 

3. I know I should not steal, or use The smallest thingi see, Which I should never like to lose. If 



h"3iT i firirir i pfffi^ fFc i r'f i Tfff i ff^ 



pM^; l j:-^ tiVJ' jl-i 1 M^ i ^7 i ji 



children ought to be. Will make me hon-est, kind and good. As children ought to be. 
things are right or wrong, As we may al-ways tell by this. If things are right or wrong, 
it l^ - longed to me, Which I should never like to lose. If it belonged to me. 



p it u i^ u ^ |L . u K ^ ^ ^ lU u U U l u u U u Ik 



Nor others should I treat with spite, 
Or strike an angry blow; 

Because I would not think it right, 
If they should serve me so. 



But any kindness they may need, 
I'Udo, whate'eritbe; 

As I am very glad, indeed, 
When they are kind to me. 



6. 
Then let me ne'er at home, at school, 

In action or in word. 
Appear not to have learned this rule, 

Of the dear Christ, the Lord. 
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In the vciy general use of chapel, vestry, and church 
organs it must be kept in mind that tlie playing of 
church music is the most important part of an organist's 
duty. Voluntaries, interludes and other solos are very 
well in their way, but the oi^;an is put into the church 
for the purpose of assisting at Divine service. The 
organ is to help all the people praise the Lord. In 
playing an organ the mere hand- work is only a part of 
the performance. It is in handling and combining the 
stops that the organist's real skill is shown. Without 
discussing the modes of combining the stops a few 



words may be of profit in the matter of using them in 
the actual work of playing accompaniments for congre- 
gational singing. The fost playing over of the tune 
before it is sung should be on moderately soft stops,^ 
and in a plain, straight-forward manner. On reaching 
the be^mning of the last line a louder organ should be 
used to indicate to the people that it b time to rise. 
On ending, the lowest bass note should be held with 
the foot, or left hand, and the new stops drawn with 
the right. This taking off of the right hand is designed 
to cover up the coming in of the added stops. The ad- 



THE CUP OF JOY. 



Mart R. l^Axnxn. 



1^ 



W= W=^ 1L 




^Jir^ l 'JjJM 



y • '■H JL 



1. The third day was the 

2. At Ca - na was the 

3. '<Whatso He saith un 



riage feast — Chime on, chime on, sweet bells ! — ^Where 
vel done — Chime on, chime on, sweet bells ! — But 
you, do." Chime on, chime on, sweet bells ! Till 






m j: J j^i^l jJ JpJj/jij, JgJ^J^g l rr i 



tr :5t ^ 

first of gifts, our per - feet Priest, (The strange old sto-ry tells,) Be - fore he took the 

ev - 'ry feast be- neath the sun The same old sto - ry tells, How, as the earth -joy 

ev • *ry wed - ded life anew The glad old sto - ly tells, How keeps that world its 




cup of grief He drained for our re - lief. Blessed for all time fix>m sin*s al-loy, And 

mounts most high, "They have no wine "the cry; And still the last be - comes the best When- 
power divine. Turns wa-ter in- to wine, And day by day, tho' thirst destroy, Re- 



^ 



m 



^^^ 



fflf-rgRf'ffnp i\.^ 



^ 



p' i,M t i^Mim}^M^^ '^ 1^ 



/^ ad lib. 



gave the cup of joy. Blessed for all time from sin's alloy, And gave the cup of joy. 
e'er His power confessed, And still the last becomes the best Whene'er His power confessed, 
news the cup of joy. And day by day, tho' thirst destroy, Renews the cup of joy. 



^ 



r'[rHp>g i EF&EPF i r^fc^'^ i rrfHii 



dition of a new stop never sounds pleasantly in a chord. 
The chord must he stopped or the new stops added 
just at the instant of the change in the chord. The 
oxgan is not made that can be used in the careless way 
sometimes heard in our churches. It may be laid 
down as a rule that stops can only be added or with- 
drawn during a pause between the verses, or when the 
chord is reduced to one low note. On oxgans of two 
banks this is easy, but on any organ it can be done 
with a little practice. When the people sing, a full, 



powerful organ should be used, as they usually trust 
entirely to the oi^;an. Let it break down suddenly, 
and notice how the congregation are disconcerted and 
demoralized at once. As the hymn proceeds each verse 
should be somewhat louder, and the last the loudest 
of all. The gradually-increasing power seems to en- 
courage the people, and the hynm ends in a sort of 
climax. More than all, draw the stops so that the 
increase is not abrupt, or startling, nor in the middle 
of a word when it is not expected. — Vox Humana^ 
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" As rich as Stradivarius " was a common remark. 
It is told of an Italian merchant in London, that he 
had a consignment of violins from the maker himself, 
and as he could not get four pounds each for them he 
returned them. This appears strongly to disprove the 
assertion that his instruments were as good when made 
as they are now, especially when we find that in 1662 
the sum of forty pounds was given for two Cremona 
violins for King Charles* band — ^no doubt the elder 
Amati's instruments, which at that date would be set- 
ting mellowed by time. It is clear that King Charies, 



or the leader of his band, knew the value of Cremona 
instruments, for, reckoning the value of money at the 
two periods, twenty pounds then would be a hundred 
and twenty pounds now. It is therefore extraordinary 
that, if they were as good new as when they are old, 
the paltry stun of four pounds could not be got for 
them. The real truth no doubt is, that, whoever the 
maker, time must be the refiner; and even genius like 
that of Stradivarius and Guamerius could not impart 
that grand, rich and mellow tone which distinguishes 
them, without the aid of old Father Time. — Pearce, 



OH I IS IT THUS WE PART? 



Gborgb Linlby. 
Wm. Mothbrwbll. 



fefaj:j i j.^ i J^iUi . j^^.rJ^; i Jg 



1. Oh! is it thus we part. And thus we say fare -well. As if, in nei- ther heart, Af- 

2. We part on that lone spot. With cold and clouded brow. Where first it was our lot To 



'-■V'i=lgbb'b l |''ffFF^ft^^ l l:fTT l M' 



f^^ rail. Umpo.-::^ ^ ^ |^ ^ ^ ^ 

fee -tion e'er did dwell ? And is it thus we sunder, With-out one sigh or tear. As 



we sunder, With-out one sigh or 
breathe love's fondest vow! Thine eye no tear will shed. And mine's as proudly 



^^^^^m 



V ^ 




if it were a won-4cr We e'erheldoth- er dear? Well^ well, adieu's soou 
ma- ny sut ach-inghead Is ours, be- fore we die* From pride we both can 














- y E 



fit II I* c© 



a part ■ ing phni.se; Yet said, I fear heml 
A-e both may dare; But the liean-break of (o 



- brak-eo, We'll 
mor . riQw Nor 







Ah ! yes J I fear, heart-bro - ken We^ll Kve our af - ter - days, 
r, The heart-break of lo- mor - row Nor you nor I can bear. 
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When we come to the question of the influence of 
music, we arrive at its most important function — the 
area of its greatest power. Who shall measure the 
boundless iniluence of music on human feeling ? Who 
shall gainsay the mighty power it exercises over human 
passions? or deny the dynamical force which it has 
exerted in history ? In the ancient world it is con- 
stantly found associated with eventful episodes. The 
earliest records of the Bible contain more than one 
such. To the incident in the life of Lamech, the 
antediluvian hero — an incident embodied in what are 
perhaps the earliest lines of poetry in the world — I 
will only refer; but I would remind you that in the 



East verse and music are more constantly associated 
than they are with us, and that Lamech's poetry 
probably had its own melody. Jubal, the inventor of 
stringed and wind instruments, and the father of all the 
musicians who have succeeded him, has his existence 
announced in exactly the same terms as the discoverers 
of agriculture and engineering. The greatest of the 
great wells which supplied the Israelites during their 
wandering in the wilderness is expressly stated to have 
been dug to the sound of solemn music. From the 
mention of the fact that, at the command of Jehovah, 
the great Lawgiver himself, the leaders of the people, 
and the whole congregation took part in the singing, 



SONG OF THE OLD BELL 

Moderaio. 



Odoarso Barhi. 



ffi 



S^iijj^j7^^ i j=j i /j,'j.p i 



? 



For full five hundred years I've swung. In my gray old tur - ret high, And many a diflf'rent 



k ;gfrf-pfifTf f ri p F P F ip-F i ^ 



I f j"jft'jgi^iTjiy^^iJiJj,jji i jji 



theme I*ve sung, As the time went stealing by ; I've peal'd the chant of a wedding mom, Ere night I've sadly 
theme I've sung, As the time went stealing by; Thro' weal and woe, I stillsingon. My notes are grave or 
theme I've sung, As the time went stealing by ; I've swelled the joy of a nation's pride, For a vict'ry far off 



m 



FfffjjiJ^JTttfWFrr'i^rjj 



f 



^^^^^^m 



coH spiriio. 



^ 



^=5 



*^^ 



9' 



Sfj: 



tolieS, To say that the bride was coming love-lorn, To sleep in the church-yard mold. Ding, dong, my 
gay, I swell the strains of a jocund throng, Or toll a mournful lay. Ding, dong, my 
won. Then changed to grief for the bravd who died. Ere my mirth had well begun. Ding, dong, my 



^vtp'F J ip g F^EFF'F i 'FfEFF i f''^^ 



^ 



»::= 



^ 1^ I b«n vibrato. 



p \im'\-m^^^^ \ my(m- 



^"^ 



careless song, Merry and sad but neither long, Ding, dong, my careless song, Meny or sad but neither long. 



Kr i YiCTP i iffr i FfF i ^rnFEEPF i r fP 



there can be little doubt that it was a most imposing 
and impressive musical ceremonial. In Greece we 
find that the first definite political revolution in Athens 
was consecrated, and probably accompanied by a song, 
which is still preserved — song of Harmodius and Ar- 
istogeiton. This song was for generations a rallying 
cry to the Greek Jacobins. In more modem times 
music fully maintained its political influence. The 
reformation in Germany was powerfully advanced by 
Luther's famous hymn, " Ein feste Burg," and by his 
other chorales, which are well known to have pre- 
cipitated the conversion of whole towns to the reformed 



faith, which during the late Franco-German war were 
lively symbols of heroic rejoicing, and watchwords of 
the national faith. During the same war the national 
Wacht am Rhein had a popularity that is perpetuated 
in the immense national monument near Bingen on the 
Rhine, erected in the year 1883. I need hardly do 
more than refer to the French warlike song of " Mal- 
brouk," the«Caira," and the "Marseillaise," which 
played so large a part in the French revolution of 1790, 
or to " Dimois, the young and brave," and the " Chant 
du Depart," which have fanned the flames of war on 
both sides in their later revolutions. — Arthur Sullivan* 
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Gbruan. 



jj'd^i i g ;;ij m 



£r> N 



I 



1. The bright stars of night on thy dark wa - ters shine, And bards oft have 

2. The ^o • ry that erst on thy banks did re - cline. Has passed as the 

3. What bard would not of - fer a lay at thy shrine, To thy bowers of 

1 1- 



h iirn g g t i ff F i FfF i f ff_^ ^ 



ji^nm ; i jji^?^fei0 



named thee their re - gion di - vine; So calm is thy bo-som, oh! beau • ti • ful 
leaves that in au - tumn de • cline, But thou'rt fair as ev - er, oh ! beau - ti • ful 
old and thy clus - ter - ing vine ? In peace flow for ev - ef , oh ! beau - ti - fill 



ms^ 



\ \ F i F f F i tj$44iff^gifrf 



Rhine! Ul-li ai, Ul-li ai, Ul-li ai, W-li ai, Ul-li ai 



^ 



Ul-li 



fA>^^^\ m 



w 
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ai, Ul-li ul-li ai 



f 



^^ 



Ul-li ul-li ai, Ul-li ai ai, Ul-li ai, Ul-li ul-li ai. 



^^^^m 
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WAKING FLOWERS. 



A. Rbissman. 



iJJJ;ijjJj i / J ; g'- i JV'i 



1. *Mid the win- ter storms we're sleep - ing, 

2. Rip • pling foun - tains, fresh life bring - ing, 

3. From the rain - bow, with - out la - bor, 

4. Win - ter comes, then quick - ly downward, 



Safe - ly hushed on Moth-er's breast; 

Wak - en us from slum - ber deep; 

Moth- er weaves our gar-ments fair; 

In - to Moth • er's house we go. 



mt 



m 
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In the Spring call us from rest. 

Breez-es rock us while we sleep. 

Makes our jew - els rich and rare. 

* Neath the storms and drift - ing snow. 



Lit - tie an - gels, fair and gen - tie, 

Bird -lings cheer us with their sing -ing. 

From the sparkling dews of morn -ing. 

There for Spring-time she pre - pares us 



S 
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English Song.— To delineate the growth of the 
modern song or ballad, which has had its birth since 
the reign of Queen Elizabeth, would require a pro- 
tracted research into the social habits and political 
experience of Uie whole English nation ; so intimately 
is this subject connected with the hopes, the plans, 
the ambition, the failures, and the successes of the 
people from whom we come. Call to mind the an- 
cient ballads of "Chevy Chase" and "Robin Hood," 
and the modem sentimental songs, "Barbara Allen," 
"Begone, dull care," "Come, haste to the wedding," 
and others which will suggest themselves— some of 
them, it is true, falling far below a critical standard 
of literary taste, and yet containing delightful touches 
of true and healthy sentiment — and you will ajgree 
that the character of the English people to-day is, in 



the general spirit and temper of private life, different 
from what it might have been had not these once 
universally popular songs reached with their mighty 
influence to the very heart of society. It is said that 
the words of "The Roast-beef of Old England," 
have been no weak nourishment to the loyalty of the 
sturdy British yeomanry. As regards that beautiful 
ballad, "The giri I left behind me," when the Eng- 
lish regiments leave their quarters for the battle-field, 
or when a man-of-war weighs anchor for a voyage or 
a fight, the soldiers or the sailors often unite in one 
body to sing its touching words as a £EU-ewell to those 
whose hearts are heavy for departing husbands, sons, 
or lovers. And away out on the bosom of the ocean, 
or far off in India or in Africa, the wanderer's heart 
is stirred with new love of home and country as, with 



SCOTS, WHA HAE WI' WALLACE. 

AndanU maestoso. 



"Bkucb's Addrbss." 
RoBBRT Bi;rns, X793, 
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1. Scots, wha hae wi' Wal - lace bled, Scots, whom Bruce has aft - en led, Wel-come to your 

2. Wha will be a trai - tor knave ? Wha can fill a coward's grave? Wha sae base as 

3. By op-pres-sion's woes and pains. By your sons in ser- vile chains,We will drain our 




go - ry bed. Or to vie - to - ry! 
be a slave? Let him turn and flee I 
dear - est veins. But they shall be free ! 
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Now's the day, and now's the hour! 
Wha for Scotland's king and law. 
Lay the proud u - surp - ers low, 
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See the front of bat - tie low'r, See approach proud Edward's power. Chains and slavery ! 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, Freeman stand, or freeman fa'? Let him fol - low me ! 
Ty-rants fall in cv*-ryfoel Lib-er-ty*s in ev* - ly blow ! Let us do or dee! 






broader application of its tender sentiment, he sings 
the song. The board of the British Admiralty have 
issued a book of songs for the English navy, for, 
say they, "These songs have built up the character of 
our sailors, and when these songs die out, the navy 
loses vigor." Holland has done about the same thing. 
It was boasted by Protestants that King James was 
"rhymed and sung" from his throne into exile by 
the ballad of *^ Lili Burlero," as it has been said that 
his predecessor, Charles II., was sung back to his 
father's throne by that most popular of tunes, " The 
king shall have his own again." Take the ** British 
Grenadiers," " Rule, Britannia," and " God save the 
King." These are a part of the blood, the bone, 
and the life of the British nation. The throne of her 
monarch is the stronger for them to-day, her subjects 



the more loyal, and her empire the broader. — Dodd. 
Later in the season the humming-birds were at- 
tracted by tiie blossoms of a peculiar variety of bean ; 
and they were a joy to me, those little spiritual visit- 
ants, for deigning to sip any food out of my nectar- 
cups. Multitudes of bees used to busy themselves 
in the yellow blossoms of the summer squashes. 
This, too, was a deep satisfaction, although they flew 
away to some unknown hive which would give back 
nothing in requital of what my garden had contrib- 
uted. But I was glad thus to fUng a benefaction 
upon the passing breeze, with the certainty that some- 
body must profit by it, and that there would be a little 
more honey in the world to allay the bitterness of which 
mankind is always complaining. Yes, indeed, my 
life wa9 the sweeter for that honey, — Hawthorne, 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECT/ON 



93 



Among the many advances of our conntiy in the 
last half centoiy, none has been greater than m music. 
Fiiblications and performances are now so extraordi- 
narily multiplied that the masterpieces — ^not only of the 
old composers, but of the most modem writers — are 
brought within the means of every one; more so, 
probably, than in any other country; and England has 
thus, so far, the chance of again assuming the position 
that she held many hundred years ago, of being at the 
head of Europe as a musical country She was once, 
as I believe the most Teutonic of German historians 
now allow, a long way in advance of other nations^ 
yet how little is mis known or acknowledged by our- 
selves! So far back as the year 1230 a piece of music 
composed by a monk of Reading ( John of Fomsete 
was his honored name, and the MS. of his work is at 



the British Museum^, was far in advance, both in tune- 
fulness and expression, of an3rthing else produced at 
that time. I allude to the celebrated glee, in six vocal 
parts, " Summer is a cumin in." And observe that 
that pre-eminence implies many years, I might say cen- 
turies, of previous study and progress on the part of our 
countrymen. But we need not trust to implication only ; 
records exist to prove how diligently and enthusiastic- 
ally music was pursued in England from the reign of 
King Alfred to the Reformation. — Arthur Sullivan, 
In the hands of genius, the sense of hearing is made 
to move as gently with the pastoral ditty; to excite 
our pity or desire; to stir up a national, patriotic or 
martial spirit; to celebrate a victory; to subdue us 
with devotional melodies; or to overwhelm us with 
the grand and majestic combinations of the oratorio. 



ARIA OF RUDOLPH. 



V. Bbllini. 

From " SONNAMBULA.' 
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Gen • tie maid - en, those eyes re - mind me Of a tie that e'er must bi 
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got - ten she stands be -fore me. In her beauty, in her beauty, in her troth, Her sweet 

MB- 
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im • age thou dost re • store me. Fond remembrance, fond remembrance of my 
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youth, Thou her image dost restore me. Fond remembrance of my youth. Thou her image dost re 
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store me, Fond remembrance. Fond remem 
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brance of my youth. 
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THE"Bowld Sojer Boy" was written by Samuel 
Lover, author of a number of characteristic Irish songs. 
He was bom in Ireland, in 1797, and died in 1868. 
Besides being composer of both words and music of 
many songs, and a writer of novels, sketches and plays, 
he was a portrait pfunter of such eminence that the 
post of court painter was tendered him. When twenty- 
one years of age, at a public dinner given to Tom 
Moore, Lover was called on for a song, and gave one 



of his own, amid great enthusiasm. In later life, the 
double strain of pen and pencil having affected his 
eyesight, the success of that occasion suggested the 
establislunent of an entertainment criled *' Irish Eve- 
nings," which consisted of the reading and recitation 
of selections from his own works, interspersed with 
the singing of his own famous songs. He travelled 
through lx>th Great Britain and &e United States, 
and in both countries was received with marked &vor. 



THE BOWLD SOJER BOY. 



Saxubl Lovbr. 
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1 . Oh, there's not a thrade that's going. Worth showing, or knowing. Like that from glory growing, For a 

2. But when we get the route, How they pout, and they shout. While, to the right a^ut Goes the 

3. '< Then come along with me, Gramachree, and you'll see How happy you will be With your 
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bowld so - jer boy ! Where right or left we go, Sure you know, friend or foe. Will 
bowld so - jer boy ! 'Tis then that ladies fair, In des • pair tear their hair, But for 
bowld so - jer boy! "Faith if you're up to fun, With me run, 'twill be done In the 
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have the hand or toe, From the bowld so -jer boy. There's not a town we march thro'. But 
nivcr a one I care, Says the bowld so -jer boy. For the world is all before us. Where the 
snapping of a gun," Says the bowld so -jer boy. *< And 'tis then that without scandal, My- 
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la • dies, looking arch, thro' (he window panes will sarch Thro' the ranks to find their joy. While 

land - la - dies a - dore us, And ne'er refuse to score us, But chalks us up with joy, We 

self will proudly dan • die The little farthing can • die Of our mutual flame, my joy, May 
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[sojer boy I ** 

up the street, each girl you meet, With looks so sly will cry " My eye ! oh ! isn't he a darling, The bowld 
taste her tap, we tear her cap, " Oh, that's the chap for me," says she, " Oh ! isn't he a darling. The bowld 
his light shine as bright as mine. Till in the line he'll blaze, and raise The glory of his corps, like a bowld 
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Soon after my return to Boston, I gave the lines to 
James T. Fields, at that time editor of the Atlantic 
Monthly, The title, " Battle Hymn of the Republic," 
was of his devising. The poem was published in the 
magazine, and did not at first receive any special men- 
tion. We were all too much absorbed in watching 
the progress of the war to give much heed to a copy 
of verses more or less. I think it may have been a 
year later that my lines, in some shape, found their 



way into a Southern prison in which a number of our 
soldiers were confined. An army chaplain who had 
been imprisoned with them came to Washington soon 
after his release, and in a speech or lecture of some 
sort, described the singing of the hymn by himself 
and his companions in that dismal place of confine- 
ment. People now began to ask who had written the 
hymn, and the author's name was easily established 
by a reference to the magazine.— yti/ta Ward Howe, 



FIVE O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING. 



Mas. CnAs. Baknard. 

( Claribbl.) 
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1. The dew lay glit - taring o'er the grass, A mist lay o-ver the brook; At the 

2. And Bes.sie, the milk - maid, mer-ri - ly sang. The meadows were fresh and (air, And the 

3. And o - ver the meadows the mow - ers came, And merry their voi - ces rang; And one 
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ear - liest beam of the ^Id • en sun The swal-low her nest for • sook; The 

breeze of mom • ing kissed her brow And played with her nut-brown hair. But 

a • mon^ them wend • ed his way To where the milkmaid tang; And 
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snow - y blooms of the haw-thom-tree Lay thick • ly the ground a • 
oft she turned and looked around, As if the si - lence 

as he lin * gered by her side, De - spite his com • rades' 
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birds were sing - ing in ev • 
time for the mow • er to whet 
old, old sto - xy was told 



' 'ry bush. At five 

his scythe. At five 

a • gain, At five 



o'- clock in the 
o'-dock in the 
o'- clock in the 



mom - mg; 
mom - ing; 
mom • ing; 
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birds were sing • ing in ev 
time for the mow - er to whet 
old, old sto • ry was told 



'ry bush. At five 

his scythe, At five 

a - gain. At five 



o- 'clock in 
o- 'clock in 



the 
the 



o - 'clock in the 



mom - mg. 
mom - ing. 
morn - ing. 
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Archbishop Whately cured a person of shyness by 
saying : << Yoa are shy because you are thinking of the 
impresdon you are making. Think only of the plea- 
sure you can give to others and not of yourself." In 
speaking of iMshfulness he says : ** Let both the ex- 
temporary speaker and the reader of his own com- 
positions study to avoid, as far as possible, all thoughts 
of self, earnestly fixing the mind on the matter of what 
is delivered; and the one will feel the less of that 



embarassment which arises from the thought of what 
opinion the hearers will form of him, while the other 
will appear to be speaking, because he actually will 
be speaking, the sentiments, not indeed which at that 
time first arise in his own mind, but which are then 
really present to his mind, and occupy his thought" 
The quickness of perception with regard to all 
sounds, but those especially which are faint or distant, 
is much improved by exercise or culture. — Hervey. 



NYMPHS OF AIR AND SEA. 



Hbnry Smakt. 
Lol these plumes. 
Tunes that lull, cres. 






p AndattU. 

1. Nymphsof air and ancient sea, Such the gifts we bring to thee; 

2. Take these shells, approach them near; They shall murmur in thine ear — 
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Lo ! these plumes of 
Tunes that lull the 
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Plucked from birds 
More than mer 
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of Par - a . dise. 
maid's bar - mo • ny, 
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rich dc - vice, 
slumb'ring sea 
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icked from oirds of 



Plucked from oirds of Par - a - dise. Lo! these drops of essence 
More than mermaid's har - mo - ny. Take these pearls, no diving 





Shook from wand'ring me - tear's hair. 
Drags their like from o - cean's care. 
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Lo! these drops of es-sence rare, 
Take these pearls, no div - ing slave 



S 



ftrtrrf 



Shook from wandering me - teor's 
Drags their like from o - cean's 
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Nymphs of air and an - dent sea 
dim. 
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hair. Nymphs of an - dent sea, 
cave. Nymphs of an - cient sea, 



Such the gifts we bring to thee; Nymphsof 
Such the gifts we bring to thee; Nymphs of 
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and an • dent sea, 
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Such the gifts we bring 
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TM LEAVING THEE 
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Gborgb Barker. 
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Con espress. 

1. I'm leav - ingthee in sor-row, An- nie! I*m leav-ihg thee in tears; 

2. I'm think - ing of the past, dear An - nie I Thy locks were bright as gold I 
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toxf be for a wea-iy time, dear! Per - haps for ma - ny years. But 

smile was soft, but now, my dar • ling. Our hearts seem grow -ing old. Yet 
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'tis more kind to part now, dar -ling! Than lin - ger here in pain: To 

'tis not Time that stole the bloom From oflf Uiy cheek so fair; Twas 
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weep o'er joys that once were shin - ing, But ne'er may shine a - gain, But 

win • ter came too soon up • on us, And chilled the flow-'rets there. And 



^ 



^ f g 



^m 



p f 



sz 



^ 



c g c ' r 



i J^J' J:j l i4 / l j:7^^#^>iiViJ^ 



ne'er may shine a -gain. I'm leay-ing.thee,butweepnot, An-nie! I'll come back yet to 
chilled the flow -'rets there. I'm leav-ing thee, but weep not, An -nie! Forwhen I've crossed the 
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thee, And bring sweet hope and comfort. An - nie ! To her so dear to me, 
sea, I'll find sweet hope and comfort, An - nie ! And bring them home to thee. 
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Struggling on up from six years of age when he 
was left fatherless, Wagner rose from the obloquy of 
the world — and at times all nations seemingly against 
him — ^until he won the enthusiasm of the opera houses 
of Europe and America — ^struggling all the way on to 
seventy years of age, to conquer the world's ear. In 
that same attempt to master the human ear and gain 
supremacy over this gate of the immortal soul, great 
battles have been fought by Mozart, Gluck and Weber, 
and by Beethoven and Meyerbeer, by Rossini, and by 
all the roll of German and Italian and French com- 
posers, some of them leaving their blood on the key- 
notes and the musical scores. Great battle fought for 
the ear — ^fought with baton, with organ pipe, with 
trumpet, with comet, with all ivory and brazen and 
silver and golden weapons of the orchestra, — ^royal 
theatre and cathedral and academy of music the for- 



tresses of the contest for the ear. England aikd Egyptr 
fought for the supremacy of the Suez Canal, the Spar- 
tans and Persians for the defile at Thermopylae, but the- 
musicians of all ages have fought for the mastery of. 
the auditory canal, and the defile of the immortal soul, 
and the Thermopylae of struggling cadences. For the 
conquest of the ear, Hayda struggled on from the 
garret where he had neither fire nor food, on and on 
until under the too great nervous strain of hearing his 
own oratorio of the "Creation" performed, he was 
carried out to die, but leaving as his legacy to the world 
Ii8 symphonies, 15 masses, 5 oratorios, 42 German 
and Italian songs, 39 canons, 365 English and Scotchi 
songs with accompaniment,' and 1536 pages of libretti. 
All that to capture the gate of the body that swings, 
in from the tympanum to the snail shell lying on the- 
beach of the ocean of the immortal soul. — Talmagei, 



MARY OF THE WILD MOOR. 




One night when the wind it blew cold, Blew bit - ter across the wild moor, 

"Oh, why did I leave this fair cot. Where once I was happy and free? 

Oh, how must her fa - ther have felt When he came to the door in the mom; 

The fa- ther in grief pined a - way, The child to the grave was soon borne; 



Young 
Doom'd to 
There he 
And 
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The la • ther m grief pmed a - way, The child to the grave was soon borne; And, 
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Ma - ry she came with her child, Wand'ring home to her own father's door; Crying, 

roam without friends and forgot. Oh, fa - ther, take pi - ty on me!" But her 

found Mary dead, and the child Fondly clasped in its dead mother's arms, Whilp in^ 

no one lives there to this day, For the cot • tage to m - in has gone. The 
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"Fa - ther, O pray let me in, 
fa - ther was deaf to her cries, 
firen - zy he tore his gray hairs, 
vil - lagers point out the spot. 



Take pi • ty on me, I im - plore, 

Not a voice or a sound reached the door; 
As on Ma - ry he gazed at the door, 
Where a wil - low droops over the door, 
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child at my bosom will die From the winds that blow o'er the wild 

watch - dogs did howl, and the winds Blew bit • ter across the wild 

night she had perished, a • las! From the winds that blow o'er the wild 

*< There Ma-ry perished, a • las! From the winds that blow o'er the wild 
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LiTTLB Folks. 
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1. I amthegladNew Year! Sing high, sing low — Here I come tripping it o- ver the snow; 

2. Blessings I bring to each, blessings to all, — Big folk and lit - tie folk, short folk and tall ; 

3. Some shall have silver,and some shall h ave gold ; Some shall have new things,and some shall have old ; 

4. Some shall have water and some shall have milk ; Some shall have satin and some shall have silk ; 
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I greet yo.ur merry din, I give you good to win; Open your doors all wide — So let me in I 
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DEAR SANTA GLAUS. 
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Uegretio. ~ I T I I I 



AlUgr*tUf. 

1. Old Santa Glaus in Christmas dress Came knocking at our door. And I mv joy could not suppress To 

2. He laughed to hear my greeting wild, He brought his pack within ; With gilts for ev'ry little child Whose 

3. Ah, Santa Claus, dear Santa Claus, From all our happy hearts. We give thee greeting glad, because Thy 
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see his reindeer four. 1 

love he sought to win. >- Tra la la la, tra la . la la, tra la la la la la. 

presence joy im- parts. J ^ * ^ 
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BYE-LO, BABY. 
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Tenderly. ^ 

1. Bye-lo, ba - by, Bye - lo, ba-by, Bye - lo, ba-by, Tlie birds to sleep are gone. 

2. Bye - lo, darling, Bye - lo, darling. Bye - lo, darling. The golden day is done. 

3. Bye-lo, ba-by, Bye-lo, ba-by, Bye-lo, ba-by. The balmy night is come. 
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Mother watches o'er thee now. O'er thee now, o'er thee now. Mother watches o'er thee now, Softly slumber on, 
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In the year 550 there was a great gathering and com- 
petition of harpists at Conway — an early Eisteddfod. 
In 866 King Alfred instituted a professorship of music 
at Oxford, and there must have oeen concerted music 
in those Anglo-Saxon times, for in the British Museum 
is an old picture of a concert consisting of a six-string 
harp, a four-string fiddle, a trumpet, and a crooked horn 
Curiously enough, this is, with the exception of the 
horn, what we see, nearly every Saturday night, play- 
ing outside a London public house ! Even then music 



had begun to have an influence on trade; the metal 
industry and joinery must have already benefited by 
it, for in the tenth century the monk Wulstou gives 
a long description of a grand organ in Winchester 
Cathedral, and St. Dunstan, famous for his skill in 
metal work, at the same date fabricated an organ in 
Malmesbury Abbey, the pipes of which were of brass. 
Long before the Conquest Uie three-part harmony was 
practiced, and is spoken of by the chroniclers as the 
*< custom of the country." Thomas a Becket, on his 



THE SUN IS LOW. 



Swiss Air. 
Sir Walter Scott. 



I. The sun up - on the lake is low, The wild birds hush their song, The wild bird 



1. The sun up - on the lake is low, 

2. The no - ble dame on tur - ret high 

3. Now to their mates the wild swans row, 
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The wild birds hush tEeir song, The wild birds 
Who waits her gal - lant knight, Who waits her 
By day they swam a - part, By day they 



X 



^ 



i 



f 



u V 



jM'jW/JN'^'EEitj' i ^^g^jt 



1 their song, 1 



hush their song, The hills have evening's deep -est glow, 
gallant knight. Looks to the west • em beam to spy 
swam apart, And to the thick - et wan - ders slow 
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long ; Now all whom varied toil, and needful care From home and love divide. From home and love too 
bright. The village maid, with waidnghapd on brow The lev -el ray to shade, The level sun -set 
hart. The woodlark at his gentle partner's side Twitters his closing song, Twitters his closing 
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long di - vide, In the calm sun - set may re - pair 



ray to shade. Up -on the foot - path watches now 
evening song, — All meet whom day and care di • vide. 



Each 

For 

But 



to the loved one's side. 

Col - in's darkening plaid. 
Leon - ard tar - ries long! 
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visit to France to negotiate the marriage of Henry II, 
took with him two hundred and fifty boys, who sang 
in harmony of three parts, which is expressly recorded 
to have been " in the English manner, and till then 
unheard of in France." It is a satisfaction to know, 
also, that in those days musicians were well paid; 
for at the wedding of Edward the First's daughter 
every king's minstrel received forty shillings — equal, 
at least, to twenty pounds in these da3rs. Chaucer, in 



his " Princess' Tale," mentions approvingly that young 
children were taught to sing as much as they were 
taught to read. But he somewhat weakens the value 
of his judgment in my eyes by expressing elsewhere 
the opinion that every country squire should be taught 
to play the flute. In the reign of Edward the Second 
harmony had advanced. At the Tournament of Totten- 
ham we read that " in all the comers of the house was 
melody delicious of six-men songs. — Arthur SuUivan. 
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TIRED, SO TIRED. 
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ea! " oh, yes ! so tir - ed, 



1 . ** Tireo! " oh, yes ! so tir - ed, dear ! The day has been very long, But shadowy gloaming 

2. It has seemed so long since moming-Ude, And I have been left so lone, Young smiling fuces 
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draweth near, 'Tis time for the even song; I'm ready to go to rest at last, 
throog'd my side When the ear • ly sunlight shone; But they grew tir-ed long a -go, And I 
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^ Ready to say good-night. The sun -set glo-ry darkens fast, To - morrow will bring me light, 
saw them sink to rest, With folded hands and browsof snow, On the green earth's motiier-breast. 
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3. Sing once again, "A - bide with me," That sweetest evening hymn, And now, •* Good-night I " I 
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cannot see. The light has grown so dim. "Tired!" ah, yes! so tir - ed, dear! I shall 
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soundly sleep to-night With never a dream, and never a fear To wake in the morning's light 
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If we take this central image of Song, and ask why 
it is used to describe Heaven, the future of regenerated 
humanity, the answer would be — ^because of its fitness. 
If this final condition were defined in bare words, 
it would be as follows : Obedience, Sjrmpathy, Feel- 
ing or Emotion, and Adoration. These, in a sense, 
constitute Heaven, or the state of regenerated hu- 
manity. By the consent of all ages. Heaven has been 
represented under a conception of music, and will be 
in all ages to come. It is subjected to many sneers, 
but the sneer is very shallow. The human mind 
must have some form under which it can think of its 
destiny. It is not content to leave it in vagueness. 



It is a real world we are in, and we are reied men and 
women in it. We dwell in mystery and within Um- 
tations, but over and above the mystery and the limi- 
tation is an indestructible sense of reality. I am, and 
I know that I am. Standing on this solid rock, I find 
reality about me, nor can I be persuaded that other 
beings and things are dreams or shadows. It is in my 
very nature to believe in reality, and so I demand 
definite conceptions, nor can I rest in vagueness or 
be content with formless visions and their abstractions. 
Thus the human mind has always worked and thus 
it always will work — leaving behind it the logicians 
and plodders in science, in the free exercise of the Ibgic 



AFTER 



Louis Dibhu 
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Andante con e*^ess.\ 

1. Af-ter showers, the tran-c^uil sun; Af - ter snow, the em - 'raid leaves; Sil - ver 

2. Af-ter knell, the wed -ding bells; Af - ter bud, the ra - diant rose; Joy - ful 
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Stars when day is done; Af • ter bar -vest, gold -en sheaves; Af - ter clouds, the 
greet - ings from fare -wells; Af - ter weep -mg, sweet re - pose; Af • ter bur -den. 
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vio - let sky; Af - ter tem - pest, lull of waves; 
bliss - ful meed; Af -ter flight, the down-y nest; 
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Qui • et woods when 
Af - ter fur - row, 
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winds go by; Af - ter bat-tie, peaceful graves; Af - ter bat-tie, peaceful graves, 

wak-ing seed; Af - ter shadowy riv-er — ^rest, Af - ter shadowy riv - er — rest. 
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of human nature. I do not absolutely know what 
sort of a world this will be when it is regenerated, but 
I must have some conception of it. I do not abso- 
lutely know what Heaven is like — ^it will be like only 
to itself — but if I think of it at all, I must do so under 
some present definite conception. The hiehest forms 
under which we can now think are art-forms — the 
proportion of statuary and architecture, coloaof paint- 
ing, and music. The former are limited and address 
a mere sense of beauty, but music addresses the 
heart and has its vocation amongst the feelings and 
covers their whole range. Hence music has been 



chosen to hold and express our conception of moral 
perfection. Nor is it an arbitrary choice, but it is 
made for the reasons that music is the utterance of 
the heart, it is an expression of morality, and it is an 
infinite language. Before the sneer at Heaven as a 
place of endless song can prevail, it must undo all 
this stout logic of the human heart. We so represent 
it because when we frame our conception of Heaven 
or moral perfection, we find certain tnings, and when 
we look into the nature and operations of music, 
we find again the same things, namely : Obedience, 
Sympathy, Emotion, Adoration. — Rev. T, T, Munger, 
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STORY OF THE SHEPHERD. 

Can n/resM. 



JosKPH Barnby. 
Spanish of Gomgosa. 
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1. It was the very noon of night, the stars above the fold, More sure than clock or chiming bell, the 

2. Oh, ne'er could nightingale at dawn salute the rising day With sweetness like that bird of song in 

3. I roused me at the piercing strain, but shrunk as from the ray Of summer lightning ; all around so 

4. When once the happy trance was past, that so my sense did bind, I left my sheep to Him wh ose care was 

5. I hasted to a low-roofed shed, for so the Angel bade ; And bowed before the lowly rack where 
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hour of midnight told: When 

his im-mor-tal lay: Oh, 

bright the splendor lay. For 

in the western wind; I 

Love Divine was laid: A 



from the heavens there came a voice, and forms were seen to 

ne'er were wood-notes heard at eve by banks with poplar 

oh, it mastered sight and sense, to see that glo - ry 

left them, for in - stead of snow, I trod on blade and 
new-bom Babe, like tender Lamb, with Lion's strength there 
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shine. Still bright' ning as the music rose with light and love divine. With love di - vine the 

shade So thrilling as the concert sweet by heav'nlyharpings made; For love di- vine was 

shine, To hear that minstrel in the clouds, who sang of Love Divine, To see that form with 

flower. And ice dissolved in starry rays at morning's gracious hour. Re - vealing where on 

smiled , For Lion's strength, immortal might, was in that new-bom Child ; That Love Divine in 
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song be - gan ; there 
in each chord, and 
bird - like wings, of 
earth the steps of 
child - like form had 
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rene : Oh, who hath heard what I have heard, or 

tween : Oh, who hath heard what I have heard, or 

mein: Oh, who hath heard what I have heard, or 

been : Oh, who hath heard what I have heard, or 

been : Oh, who hath heard what I have heard, or 
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Any musical sound, however produced, immedi- 
ately seeks to ally itself with other sounds, but it 
selects only those that are in agreement with it, and 
passes by all others. Strike a note on any instru- 
ment, and the sound will start into audible vibration 
other sounds, but only those harmonious with itself. 
Thus in the very depths of music there is planted 
this law of sympathy — like seeking like, and joining 
their harmonious forces. Hence it is that those who 
feel alike, and are keyed as it were in their nature to 
the same pitch, turn to music for expression, and, on 
the other hand, voices that blend lead to blended 
hearts. Love often has this origin and grows through 



the mingled song of two voices. Households that 
sing are the most sympathetic and harmonious in all 
their order. Christian altruism and mutuality find 
their highest expressions in song, and are fostered by 
it. Upon the whole, men agree in the matter of 
music better than in anything else. Call a synod of 
all the churches — orthodox and heterodox, Puritan 
and Prelatical, Protestant and Catholic, and while 
they could not put ten words together in which they 
would agree, they would all unite in singing the Te 
Deum, The Prelatical churches certainly touch a 
great truth when they sing their creeds, for a creed is 
in reality for the heart, with which we believe unto 




WHY DO I WEEP FOR THEE? 

.S&w, vrith feeling. 



G. LlNLBT. 

W. V. Wallacb. 
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1. Why do I weep for thee? Why weep in my sad dreams? Part - ed, for aye are 

2. Once, ah! what joy to share With thee the noon - tide hour: Then, not a grief nor 
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we. Yes, part • ed like mountain streams. Yet with me lin - geis still That 

care Had can- ker'd the heart's young flow'r. The sun seems not to shed A 
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word, tiiat one last word, Thy voice, thy voice yet seems to thrill The heart's fond 
ra - dianceo'er me now. Save mem' -ry all seems dead, since lost, Since lost ar^ 
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chord. Why do I weep for thee? 
thou. Why do I weep for thee? 



Why do I weep for thee? 
Why do I weep for thee? 
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salvation. Here we come close to the fact that music 
is a revelation of fu^e perfection. That ultimate 
condition will be one in which the separating power 
of evil is ended, and men have attained to the wis- 
dom of love. They are no longer developed by an- 
tagonism and isolation, but under a law of mutuality. 
Then each life shares in the power and volume of 
every other, and the peculiar value and quality of 
each is wrought into a total of perfect unity. We 
search in vain for any expression or type of this des- 
tiny until we enter the higher fields ot music, where 
it is written out with alphabetic plainness in the eter- 
nal characters and laws of nature. The united action 



of the full chorus and orchestra is a perfect transcript,, 
down to the last and finest particular, of perfected hu- 
man society. The relation of voices to instruments and 
of instruments to each other, the variety in harmony, 
the obedience to law drawing its power from sympa- 
thetic feeling, the inspiration of a noble theme, the con- 
spiring together to enforce a mighty feeling which is 
also a thought — we thus have an exact symbol of the 
destiny of humanity. If it is never reached, then indeed 
prophecy will have failed and love also; and then the 
noblest art we know will have turned into a delusion 
— a nourisher of sickly dreams — ^the chiefest vanity of 
a vain and meaningless world. — Rev, T, T* Munger^ 
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1 . Be mine, dear maid , this faithful heart Can neverpro ve untrue ; 'Twere easier far from life to part, Thaa 

2. The lark shall first forget to sing, When mom unfolds the east, Ere I, by change or coldness, wring Thy 




cease to live for you ! Then turn thee not away, my love, Oh, turn thee not away ; For by the light of 
fond, confiding breast. Then turn thee not away, my love, Oh, turn thee not away ; For by the light of 
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truth I swear To love thee night and day, love !Tra la la la la la la la la la la la la, Tra 
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ss;^ 



J^sJ> 



rrrM , J*rr - 



SS 



s=ft=^ 



gi^ i iiiSSi^^' 



<i^i[ 1^ 1 r -- 



MAIDEN AND ROSE. 
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1. Faint a lone - ly rose-tree stood. Drooping by the dust - y road, None to love and none to care,. 

2. There a maid, with pitying eye. Found the flower about to die ; Pa - tient in the sul - try air,. 

3. From the fountain gushing near. Quick she brought the water clear, Rising then to life anew, 
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Though it died ne - glected there, Friendless in the scorching ray. Parched and withering by the way. 
Pale it stood and passing fair ; " Cheer,'* the maiden said, " I'll bring Crystal water from the spring." 
In the streamlet's falling dew. Fragrance sweet the rose-tree shed Grateful round the maiden's head . 
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AWAY TO THE MOUNTAIN. 

Andante quasi eUUgreito. 



Alkxamdbr Lbs. 
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1. A - way, a - way to the mountain's brow, Where the trees are gent-ly waving; 

2. A - way, a - way to the rock - y glen, Where the deer are wild -ly bounding; 
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A - way ! a - way, a • way to the mountain's brow, Where the stream is gently 

A - way! And the hiUs shall echo in gladness a -gain. To the hun - ter's bugle 
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lav - ing, And beau - ty, my love, on thy cheek shall dwell, Like the rose as it opes to the 
sound - ing. While beau - ty, my love, on thy cheek shall dwell. Like the rose as it opes to the 
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day ; While the ze 
day; While the ze 



phyr that breathes thro' the flow'ry dell, Shakes the spark - ling 
phyr that breathes thro' the flow'ry dell. Shakes the spark - ling 
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A - way, a - way to the mountain's brow. Where the 
A - way, a - way to the rock - y glen, Where the 



dew - drops, a - way, a - way, 
dew - drops, a - way, a - way. 
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trees are gent - ly wav - mg, A - way, a - way, a - way to the 

deer are wild - ly bounding, A - way, and the hills shall ech - o in glad- 
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mountain's brow, Where the stream is gent-ly lav - ing; Where the stream is gent - ly 
ness a - gain. To the hun - ter's bu - gle sound - ing : To the hun - ter's bu - glc 



a - gam, 1 o tne nun - ter s bu - gle sound - ing : 1 o tne hun - ter's bu - gle 
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lav - ing; Whe 
sound - ing, 



ere the stream is 
To the hun • ter's 



gent - - ly lav - - ing. 
bu - - gle sound - - ing. 
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NIGHT AND DAY, LOVE 




Fkans Abt. 
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I.' I bless thee night and day, love, Since first thy form I knew, My thoughts could never 
2. I bless thee for thy beau • ty. But most that thou wilt be. In love, in truth, in 




Stray, love. From one so kind and true. From one so kind and true. Thou May-day of life's 
du - ty. The sun of home to me. The sun of home to me. That I in joy and 
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morning. Thou day-dream of my youth, One smile thy cheek a - dom - ing. And who could doubt thy 
sor - row May thee still fondly love. As flow'rs their perfume bor - row From sunbeams far a - 
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truth ? One smile thy cheek adorning, And who could doubt thy truth, And who could doubt thy truth ? 
bove. As flow'rs their per - fume borrow From sunbeams far a - bove. From sunbeams far above. 
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One summer evening Burns was sitting with two 
friends in the inn at Brown Hill, when, seeing a way- 
worn soldier pass the door, he called him in, and got 
him to relate his adventures. The recital resulted in 
the production of this song, after a fit of the abstrac- 
tion which always preceded Bums' composition. Mr. 
Thomson having written that he should get Sir William 
Allan to paint a picture for the song, Bums wrote to 
him : " As to the point of time for the expression in 



your proposed print of my Sodger*s Return, it must 
certainly be at * she gazed, she reddened like a rose.' 
The interesting dubiety and suspense taking possession 
of her countenance, and the gushing fondness, with a 
mixture of roguish playfulness in his, strike me as 
things of which a master will make a great deal." The 
name of the old air of this song is *< The Mill, Mill O." 
It is found in the "Crockat Manuscript," written in 
the beginning of the last century. — Familiar Songs, 



THE SOLDIER'S RETURN. 
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hen wild war's deadly blast was blawn, And gen - tie peace re - turn - ing, ' Wi* 

2. A leal light heart beats in my breast, My hands unstained wi' plun - der; And 

3. At length I reached the bon - nie glen, Where early life I sport • ed; I 

4. Wi' altered voice, quoth I, " Sweet lass, Sweet as yon hawthom's blossom; Ohl 



^y 



i ffTf i f f rr i ppp p i F ^/ 



S^ 



r \ui.\\ii^\^\)i.iry, 'ii 



mony a sweet babe fa - ther-less, And mony a wid - ow mourn -ing; I 

for , fair Sco - tia hame a - gain, I chee • ry on did wan • der. I 

passed the mill and tryst • in' thorn Where Nancy oft I court - ed. Wha 

hap - py, hap - py may he be That's dear - est to thy bos - om ! My 
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lines and tent - ed field. Where lang I'd been 

tho't up - on the banks o' Coil, I thought up - on my 

spied I but my aip dear maid Down by her moth-er's 

purse is light, I've far to gang. And fain wad be thy 
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er, I've 
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num - ble knap • sack a' my wealth, A poor and non - est sodg - er. 

thought up - on the witch - in' smile, That caught my youthful fan - cy. 

turned me round to hide the flood That in my een was swell • ing. 

served my king and coun - try lang; Tak' pi - ty on a sodg - er." 
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Sae wistfully she gazed on me 

And lovelier was than ever; 
Quo' she, ** A sodger ance I lo'ed, 

Forget him shall I never ! 
Our humble cot and hamely fare. 

Ye freely shall partake it; 
That gallant badge, the dear cockade, 

Ye're welcome for the sake o't." 



She gazed, she reddened like a rose. 

Syne pale as ony lily; 
She sank within my arms, and cried, 

"Art thou my ain dear Willie?" 
"By Him who made yon sun and sky, 

By whom true love's regarded, 
I am the man ! and thus may still 

True lovers be rewarded." 



For gold the merchant plows the main. 

The farmer plows the manor, 
But glory is the sodger's prize, 

The sodger's wealth is honor. 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise^ 

Nor count him as a stranger; 
Remember he's his country's stay. 

In day and hour o' danger. 
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THE ROBIN REDBREAST. 
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W. C. Lbvbt. 
1^ John Thomson. 



- Modtraia. doict."* — WwNlJ k. 1^ 



1 . He sailed away o'l? the ocean spray, The maiden was left forlorn, She sobbed as his ves - sel 

2. The autumn passed and the winter came^The snow lay white on the ground,That redbreast sat at her 
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crossed the bay, And wished she had never been bom, And wished she had never been bom; A 
win - dow frame, A guest who a wel - come found, A guest who a wel - come found; And 
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red • breast sat in the tree a - bove, And this ve • ry note sang he, And this 
just at dose of mom - ing clear, The bird returned to the tree, The 
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ve - ry note sang he : ** Your Ro - bin loves as a man should love. Your 
bird re-tumed to the tree, And sweetly sang, '< As I said, my dear," And 




Robin loves as a man should love. And will surely come back to thee, And will surely come back to 
sweet - ly sang, *< As I said, my dear, Here's Robin come back to thee, Here's Robin come back to 
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thee; Your Robin loves as a man should love, And will surely come back to thee." 

thee:'* He sweetly sang, "As I said, my dear. Here is Robin come back, to thee." 
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The political ballads of Scotland, says a reviewer, 
are historical and personal, with regret and sadness 
about them, but no bitterness or passion of vengeance. 
The historical ballads of Ireland are sentimental, and 
call up spectres of old Irish kings. The Irish political 
ballads of the past are, says one familiar with his subject, 
earnest, vigorous, lively, vague, pious, and passionate. 



In some schools a new song or hymn is given each 
week.. This , takes the place of an ordinary exercise 
in penmanship, the song being written by each pupil, 
at the dictation of the teacher, in a small blank-book 
prepared for the purpose. It is then committed to 
memory during the week, so that it may be sung at 
any time, without reference to a book ** for the words." 
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'TIS EVENING BRINGS MY HEART. 

Moderate. 



Fanny Crosby. 
Hbnry Tuckbiu 



^^ 



i 



Ipi: 



«=as- 



:^=:l= 



^ 



=if=*= 



1. 'Tis even - ing brings my heart to thee, 

2. A tru - ant beam re - turns a • gain, 

3. Oh ! I could lin - ger at thy side. 
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When all is love - ly, calm, and 
To min - gle with the orb of 
And dream a - way my ev - *ry 
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still ; That wel - come hour, so dear to me, 
day; A stream .- let, winding thro' the glen, 
care; Or fan - cy life a sil - ver tide, 

^ m 



When pur - est thoughts my bo - som 
Will lose it - self in o - cean 
With not a wave to rip - pie 
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The zeph - yr woos the wandering 
And star - ry eyes look on the 
And mine a chequered path must 



fill! The bird flies homeward to its nest, 

spray: And when the sky with beau - ty glows, 
there : Tho' for - tune frown and cold - ly spurn, 
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bee, The dew -drop seeks the li - ly*s breast, So even - ing brings my heart to thee, 
sea. When wea - ry na - ture seeks re - pose. Then even - ing brings my heart to thee, 
be. Till memory's lamp shall cease to bum, Will even -ing bring my heart to thee. 
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thee! *Tis even -ing brings my heart to thee. 
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BOHEMIAN GIPSY SONG. 
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C A la mazurka. ^ ■ ^ I ' ^ 



^ /s mazurka. 

1 . Afar we live from toil and care, All round us scenes we're loving. Free as a bird that skims the air, As 

2. Within the wood, in sunshine brtght. In dreamy rest reclining, We wait but for the moonlit night, Till 

3. We care for naught that can befall, For e'en in pain or sorrow, The tho't can yet our joys recall, 'Twill 
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joy - ous m our rov - 
then our sports re - sign - 
change a -gain to - mor- 



ing, As 

ing, TUl 

row, 'Twill change 



joy 
then 



I 

ous in our rov - ing; For 

our sports re - sign - ing; Tho* 

a - gain to - mor - row ! Tho' 
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pleasure sure is 



our glad pleasure sure is given All we behold in earth or heav'n. For our glad pleasure sure is given All 
oft the day has brought us pain, The night renews our joy again, Tho' oft the day has brought us pain , The 
fortune vary like the wind, Light hearts and freedom we can find, Tho' fortune vary like the wind, Light 



^FF 



^ ^j^^h : %m n 



ti=f^=^ 



p 



s^ 



w^ 






heav'n. AH we be - hi 
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we be - hold in earth or heav'n. AH we be - hold in earth, in earth or heav'n. 

night re - news our joy a - gain, The night re - news our joy, our joy a - gain, 
hearts and freedom we can find, Light hearts and free - dom, we can freedom find. 
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Do, mi, sol, sol, mi, sol, do, do, sol, do, do, do, sol, sol, mi. 

Mom -ing bells I love to hear Ring -ing mer-ri-ly, loud and clear. 
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Of thy tongue to be the master, 'Twill save thee from much disaster. Wise and meek. Slow to speak. 



1 (ROUND.) 
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Come, come here; join in our song; While we sing mer-ri-ly all day long. 
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Accurate judgment in violins can only be obtained 
by long experience and seeing many instrmnents, and 
if possible those of a high class. There are many little 
points which to a casual or careless observer are invis- 
ible, but which a practiced counoisseur detects imme- 
diately, and is thereby enabled to declare the maker. 
A difficulty will often present itself to a tyro in the 
knowledge of violins, from the family likeness which 
it is possible to trace, for example, between Amati, 
Stradivarius and Bergonzi. These have a general 
resemblance which indicates the same school. This 



applies also in many other cases, but every master has 
some distinct peculiarity which is perceptible to the 
practiced eye. The faces of a floCK of sheep are to 
a stranger sdl alike, but to the shepherd each has its 
personal individuality. It is the same with violins, 
which can be read by the^^racticed student with quKe as 
much ease as we know each other by the countenance. 
It is easier to imitate even an old painting than an old 
violin, though that is difficult enough to a good judge, 
for such an insuperable obstacle as the old amber 
varnish does not puzzle the picture forger. — Pearce, 



THE LITTLE TIN SOLDIER, 

dt 1 «^-K 



J. L. MOLLOY. 

F. E. Wbathkklt. 
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1. He was a lit - tie tin sol - dier, 

2. Once as he watched his rose -love, 

3. Once more he sees his rose - love, 
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One lit - tie leg had he ; 
Winds from the north did blow, 
Still she is danc-ing gay. 
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Bright as bright could be. 
Down to a stream be - low. 
Loy - al still for aye. 



She was a lit-tle fei-ry dancer, 
Swept him out of the casement 
He is worn and fad-ed, 
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She had a cas - tie and 
True to his lit - tie 
Then came a hand that 
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gar - den. He but an old box dim ; 

la - dy, Still he shouldered his gun; 

swept them pp^ In - to a furnace wide, 



She was a dain - ty rose-love, 
Soon, ah, soon came the darkness, 
Part-ed in life, in dy - ing 
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Far too grand for him. He was a lit - tie tin sol - dier. 

Life and love un - done. He was a lit - tie tin sol - dier. 

They are side by side. Ah ! for the lit - tie tin sol - dier, 

■1^ 



One lit-tle leg had 
One lit-tle leg had 
Ah ! for her era - el - 
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he ; Brave • ly shouldered his mus - ket, 

he; Ne'er in the world a lov - er 

ty 1 'There lies her rose in ash - es, 



Fain her love would be. 
Half so trae could be. 
There his loyal little heart. 
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THE YANKEE BOY. 



Albxandbr Lbk. 
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1. The Yan-kee boy is shrewd and keen, And knows how things are made; He's always for a 

2. What tho' his hands are hard and rough, And used to delve and toil, — His heart is kind and 

3. He fears no chains that bind the heart, Nor bends the supple knee; Be - neath a ty- rant's 
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change of scene. And read- y for a trade, He laughs at fate, and wins his way. Where 
soft e - nough, Tho' stem his native .soil: He'll work all day, then dance at night. And 
rod he'd smart. He dares be firm and free; Then let us speak his praise a- round. And 
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oth • ers oft -en fail; He'd rath- er toil from day to day, Than trust to Fortune's gale. Oh, a 
sing his mountain lay, While Hope, on wings of morning light. Strews flow'rs along his way. Oh, a 
sing our songs of glee; 'Twas here the Yankee patriot found A coun - try broad and free. Oh, a 
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Yankee boy is iml of glee, Laughins: ev-er on his way. His will is strong, his heart is 



glee. Laughing ev-er on his way. His will is strong, his heart is 
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ev-er free, Dwelling where the mountain breezes play. The Yankee boy for me, 




^ 


-K 


q^ 


-b-t>-ir 


aJ^^^u^^^^ 


-M 


h"! 


^ 


J ^ N g'ta 




-hi m 


Laughing ev - er on his way, Strong his heart 


and 


free. Gaining courage day by day: 


ft?K 






■.Ki. 


g gi r r°ii-if if-i 




P— 1 


■"^=■=^51 


r1 


r a a ti 


P^ 




■- 


^EE 


H*-" Ih h B B i^ g 


^=- 




WW9^\ 


1^* 


,IP P 41 


VI 


I— 1 


5 


w ^9 


^ U J Jp 5 


r ^ 




^ 


f 


^ 


5 



114 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



It will be a good day for school music when the 
standards by whdch to judge of sound progress are well 
understood and defined. We cannot depend on the 
standards proposed by the w^ims of any musical or 
semi-musical person in the community; a broad view, 
as well as special training and experience, is needed 
in order to form correct judgment Without this, one 
minor detail or phase of instruction is emphasized to- 
day as all-important, — another to-morrow. The father 
of American school music was wont to say that the 
"pupils are to be made more cheerful, happy, kind, 
and studious by the singing exercise; these are the 
results music was designed to secure.'' This beneficial 
infiuence may be secured to some extent by careful sing- 
ing, whether notation is taught or not. Note reading 
is not the greatest of the difficulties in the way of the 



masses of children learning to smg; a poor teacher cao 
much better teach note reading dian actual singing. 
A right attitude on the part of die children toward the 
singing is first of all important ; enjoyableness is a prime 
element of success. But it must be musical enjoyable- 
ness, and not merely a coarse overflow of animal spirits, 
called "enthusiasm" by those who would be just as 
well pleased with any sort of ihythmical uproariousness. 
A certain committee man had his own standard in 
regard to this feature of the singing. The teacher had 
been laboring for some time with a class of rough boys, 
to induce them to use their voices in a somewhat more 
smooth and musical way; and one day, while engaged 
in this benign but difficult work, said official entered. 
After listening a few moments he exclaimed: "The 
children don't sing here as the boys at the Refona 



WHERE MY HOME LIES. 
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Moderato con es^ress. 

1 . The vale where my home lies, Oh, none is so blest ; High mountains look down on its pure, quiet rest ;'^ He 

2. Oh, vale where my home lies, So fragrant and green,Where roses and lilies and blue-bells are seen , How 

3. Thou vale where my home lies, How balmy thy breath, Where thick mosses grow,there place me in death ; 
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blue sky a - bove, and the val - ley be - low, While peace throws o'et all her heaven -ly glow, 
sweet 'tis to rest by the mur-muring stream, And watch on its bosom the sun's trembling ^am.. 
there let me soft - ly, my weary limbs lay. And, hoping, look forward to bright, blessed day.. 
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The vale where my home lies ! Oh, none is so blest. Oh, vale where my home lies, in peace and pure rest.. 




School do; there every single one sings just as loud as 
he can. Let out your voices ! You know how people 
holler * fire ' ! " Now, boys," said he, addressing them, 
"all of you holler ^re" / Straightway the fifty boys 
set up a yell which was enough to deafen ordinary 
ears, and set every sonorous thing in the room to ring- 
ing. " There," he remarked, " that is the way to let 
your voices out." In schools where little time can be 
devoted to singing it is often necessaiy to secure as 
much as possible of the benefits to be derived from 
song without attending to notation, just as " a child may 
listen to, enjoy, and appreciate the reading of much 
literature that he cannot as yet read for himself." But 
in most cases it is possible to do more than this, either 
by the analysis of the songs sung or by attending to 
music in its written forms. Very frequently, however, 



we are made to feel that the power to sing some little 
thing from the notes takes precedence of everything 
else. Where music, however, is a regular branch of 
study the pupils are expected to sing, to think about 
the things sung, to read notes, and to know various 
matters of musical theory. In such schools written 
examinations, though taking much time, are frequently 
useful. They show knowledge of theory, and some- 
thing in the matter of notation, though not much in the 
way of facility in reading, and nothing as to singing 
ability. On the other hand, performance of music under 
the teacher's directorship shows singing power and 
much in regard to correct instruction or its reverse ; 
but it tells us little about reading or theory except as 
we infer that the previous study of these may have 
aided the accuracy of the singing. — JV, S. TUden^ 
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WHILE SHEPHERDS WATCHED. 
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Nahum Tatb, Z703. 
Ou> English Mbix>dt. 
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1 . While shepherds watch'd their flocks by night, All seated on the ground, The an - gel of the 

2. "To you, in David's town, this day Is bom of Dav-id's Une, The Saviour, who is 

3. Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith Appeared a shin - ing throng Of angels, praising 
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Lord came down, And glo - ly shone a - round. *' Fear not," said he, for might - y dread Had 
Christ the Lord, And this shall be the sign : « The heavenly Babe you there shall find. To 
God, who thus Addressed their joy- ful song: « All glo - ry be to God on high. And 

J3 - --0.. 
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seized their troubled mind ; <'7^d tidings of 
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great joy I bring, To you and all man • kind, 
hu - man view displayed, All meanly wrapt in swathing bands, And in a man-ger laid." 
to the earth be peace; Good- will henceforth from Heaven to men Begin, and nev - er cease." 




HARK! THE HERALD ANGELS. 



W. MOXART. 

Charlbs Wbslbt. 



tf iVTri|.:i-i H.r7Vi' iii, ?''i 



! the her - 



^ II'. I 

1. Hark! the her -aid an - gels sing, "Glo-ry to the new -bom King! Peace on earth, and 

2. Joy - ful, all ye na-tions,rise; Join the tri - umphs of the skies; With th' an - gel - ic 

3. Veiled in flesh, the God -head see; Hailth'Incar - nate De - i - ty, Pleased, as man, with 

4. Let us then with an - gels sing," Glo-ry to the new -bom King! Peace on earth, and 
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mer-cy mild, God and 
hosts pro-daim, " Christ is 
men to appear, Je - sus, 
mer - cy mild, God and 



sin - ners re - conciled, God and sin - ners re - conciled." 

bom in Beth - le - hem, Christ is bom in Beth - le - hem." 

our Imman - uel, here, Je - sus, our Im-man - uel here, 

sin - ners re - conciled, God and sin - ners re - conciled ! " 
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BlALiBRAN.^In June, 1836, appeared Balfe's 
opera " The Maid of Artois," the bare announcement 
of which, coupled with the promise of Malibran's 
appearance in it, created an immense sensation. This 
opera, although inferior, was received with the great- 
est delight and enthusiasm. Special praise was a- 
warded to Malibran'saria, " With rapture dwelling," 
of which an amusing anecdote is told. The present 
rondo finale did not appear originally, but was added 
as an improvement upK>n the first, the notes of the 
new air having suggested themselves to Balfe as he 



lay awake thinking of it in the middle of the night 
He committed them to paper, and by eight o'clock 
in the morning, as Mr. Kenny tells, Balfe, all impa- 
tience, reached Conduit-street, where Malibran and 
her husband were then residing. De Beriot was 
practicing on his violin, his wife was in bed and 
asleep in her carefully-darkened room. Balfe played 
the new air to him, and he was delighted. Malibran 
was awakened and refused to rise. The old rondo 
was, she said, in every way satisfactory, and not to 
be improved. In vain her husband urged her to 



CLOCHETTE. 
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J. L. MoxxoY. 
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P Lively. 

1. Spin-ning was young Clo - chet - te,* 

2. Si - lent was young Clo - chet - te, 
3." Let me," he said, "Clo - chet - te. 



Came a 

Grieved in 

This lit 



fond youth 
her heart 
tie bios • 



to woo, 
was she 
som take !" 
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She was a sad 
For though a sad 
Wept then this sad 



CO • quet • te,* He was a lov - 
CO - quet - te, None was so dear 
CO - quet - te, As tho' her heart 



er true, "Clo - 

as he, "Clo- 

would break. "Clo- 
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chet - te, Clo -chet 
chet - te, Clo -chet 
chet - te, Clo -chet 



te, You drive me far from you, 
te, I go for love of you, 
te, I know now you are true, 



Clo - chet - te, Clo - 
Oh, speak then, dear Clo - 
Clo - chet - te. Clo - 
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chet - te, I come 
chet - te ! She on - 



to say 
ly said. 



a-dieu." 
"A-dieu!" 



chet - te, We'll nev - er say a - dieu!" 
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^ Sung in three syllables for humorous effect. — Clo-shet>ta. 



rise, and lauded the superiority of the new rondo. 
She was obstinate and not to be convinced. But 
De Beriot was determined. Since the mountain 
would not come, etc., ( you know the old, old say- 
ing.) Between ihenx Balfe and De Beriot carried 
up-stairs, from the drawing-room into the lady's bed- 
chamber, a small cottage piano. The window shut- 
ters and curtains were thrown open, the bed-curtains 
drawn aside, despite the ^at vocalist's angry and 
indignant protests, and amidst her vehement utter- 



ance the air was commenced, and she was com- 
pelled to listen. It conquered, and she gave in her 
adherence with as much eager glee as she had just 
before expressed indignant anger. This was the air 
Balfe heard the Grand Duchess Constantine whis- 
tling so? charmingly when he was the guest of 
the Russian Emperor at St. Petersbuig.— TViu/^. 
Music we may regard as the only gratification of 
sense that mankind may indulge in without injury 
to their moral or their religious iet^xag^^^Addison, 
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I HAD GOLD, I HAD GEMS. 



Ik ^ 1^ ^ k bKDGl 

tJ AndanU QMosi alUrrttto. ^ ^ ^ 



Skdgwick. 



Andante qnasi alUgrttto. 

1. I had gold, I had gems, I hadhous-es and lands, I had all that e'en wealth conld pro - 

2. All my gold, all mygoods,and my hons-es and lands Weredaim'dbyan-oth-erl V/hat 
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cure, I could scat-ter my gifts with a bomi-te- ous hand. And yet with all this I was 
thent I had courage in heart, I hadstrengthinmyhand,Andrm now the rich-est of 




poor; The lords that in pairs sinjp; their songs in the grove, Seem'd richer, for rich - er to 
men! For is not the worth of af • fec-tion a - bove What all worldly treasures may 
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me: For what is the home thaf snot lighted by love? What, dear Bessie, 's the worlowithout 
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me: For what is the home thaf snot lighted by love? What, dear Bessie, 's the world^without 
be? My home is now hap- py, and light- ed by love. For, dear Bes-sie, my wealth is in 



¥mm.^m i \ \x \i [ \[X\\ 



Chorui. 



i^ 



rJJ- i n/Vu' ' TTT^ 



io-K 



I 



•^-#- 



-^-m- 



^ff f I Dear Bessie, dear Bessie, dear Bessie, dear Bes-sie, that wealth had no pleasure for 
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A VIOLIN maker of Astoria, Long Island, possesses 
an instrument which he claims once belonged to Wash- 
ington. This gentleman, Mr. George Gemunder, got 
it from his father, and it is accompanied by affidavits 
and letters to prove its former distinguished ownership. 
The stoiy is that the general was riding one day in 
southern Viiginia, when passing a negro's cabin he 
heard a '' concourse of sweet sounds." He dismounted 
from his horse, entered the cabin and bought the violin. 
The possession of the instrument, it is claimed, or the 
sweet sounds which the negro had brought from it, 
aroused a latent musical taste in its new possessor, and 



from that time he became an amateur violinist. After 
Washington died the violin and its worm-eaten case 
fell to Judge Bushrod Washington. The judge sup- 
posed it to be a high-grade instrument, having found 
a slip of paper pasted on the inside pf the violin with 
the name and date "Jacob Steiner, 1675," a famous 
maker. Mr. Gemunder, however, thinks that it is a 
Tyrolean violin made in imitation of the Cremona 
school. From Judge Washington the instrument fell 
to his nephew, Thomas B. Washington, father of the 
man who sold it to its present owner. It is not of the 
usual size. The back is of maple, the top of spruce. 



THE BELLS OF ABERDOVEY 

Medtrato. 
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Wblsh Mblody. 

Walter Maynard. 

roll. 1^ a tempo. 
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1. In the peaceful ev'ning time. Oft I lis - ten to the chime. To the dulcet, ringing rhyme, Of the 

2. When at mom I used to hear, O'er the hills, their voices clear. They would then my young heart cheer, 

' ' [Tha 
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roll. a ttmpe, 
^^ ^F [sweet 
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bells of Aberdovey, One, two, three, four. Hark ! they ring ! Ah ! long-lost tho'ts to me they bring, Those 

bells of Aberdovey, One, two, three, four, they did sound, And then the echoes would resound. To the 

/^ - - - ^ - 
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bells of A - ber - do - vey, I first heard them years aco. When, careless and hght-hearted 



bells of A - ber - do - vey, I first heard them years ago. When, careless and hght-hearted, 
b«»lls of A - ber- do- vey, All their music seemed to me Full of loud mirth and pleasure, 
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I thought not of com - ing woe. Nor of bright days depart - ed ; Now those hours are past and gone, 
And I sang right merri - ly To its me - lodious measure. Now those hours are past and gone. 
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"When the strife of life is done, Peace is found in Heav'n alone," Say the bells of Aberdovey. 
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Mart Hskskkt. 
GoDFRSY Marks. 
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Cm Spirtio. 

1. We sing the plant of prai - ried West, Where men grow strong on a - cres 

2. The dog- wood's cup marks plant - ing - time, With finch on bough and blackbird 

3. All sum - mer long in bright ar - ray, It rust - Yvaig waves its broad, keen 

4. To bams now creak the la - den wains, Whose wealth of treas - ure they must 
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wide. By plen • ty crown*d, by peace e'er bless'd, — The G)rn, the Com, her gold - en 

near, The bee hums loud at bloom's fair prime. And ev* - ry wild-bird's note is 

blade, While zephyrs to it find their way, And elves and fays here seek the 

hold Safe housed from storm — thefar-mer's gains More precious far than Oph - ir's 
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pride;- Olive, grape, fit theme of po-et lays; For thee our harp be strung, oh, royal maize! 
clear : Thro' all the land who no-ble empire sways So broad and grand as green and glorious maize ? 
shade; Oh! glad the hearts of all that on it gaze, Un- til is gathered in the ripened maize, 
gold : To Him we raise our grateful song of praise For manna sent from Heaven, the gen'rous maize. 
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Then hail to the monarch high ! Hail to his wealth of cheer ! For we crown him King ; no rival need he fear. 
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Swa3ring, swaying, billowy sea of maize ! The Com he is King ; his sceptre bring ; and loud our song of praise ; 
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Swaying, swaying, beautiful,wondrous maize! Blade, tassel and ear with floss so fair, thou bora of summer days ! 
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It was during the performance of the orchestra, and 
sharps and fiats played tag with each other with a 
briUiant dexterity that was confusing unless you ha]> 
pened to be used to it. There was instrumentation till 
you couldn't rest, and to the enraptured denizen of the 
auditorium it seemed that the celestial gates had opened 
long enough to let an angel down and hum a tune or 
two. But to the man that stood back on the stage it 
was so different. He is the poor fellow who always 
sees the brick walls, and the unpainted canvas, with the 
rough supporting limiber. After a long, weird wail 
from the violins 3iat shakes the soul, he hears : " Don- 
ner, I ped me six tollers dot a string vas goin' to prake 
poody gwick." A little ski^ through the aerial heights 



of melody. '^Himmell Who is der reason dot my moo- 
sic vas oopsite down? " A burst of harmony. " Say, 
can't you keep your feet under yer chair? Where do 
you think you are ? In bed ? " A long quiver of sono- 
rous ecstasy. " If you could keep your fileen-pow oud 
of my ear, maype you could blay choost as veil, aind 
it?" So it went; and the man back on the stage 
said he wondered whether that crowd out in front 
thought that music was made by superior beings; and 
what a pack of wild enthusiasts they were to msJce so 
much fuss over such a practical piece of business. 
" TannhS.user " from the outside may be all right for 
those who spell art with a big A and have a <*cult" 
and all that sort of thing. But the only way to study 



THE MONKEY'S WEDDING. 



Animato. 



Old Timbs. 




^ 1^ ^ a. [she was 

1 . The monkey married the baboon's sister, Gave her a ring, and then he kissed her ; He kissed so hard he 

2. What do you think the bride was dressed in ? White gauze veil and a green glass breast-pin. Red kid shoes,. 

3. What do you think they had for supper? Chestnuts raw and boiled and roasted. Apples sliced and 

4. What do you think were the tunes they danced to ? What were the figures they advanced to, Up and down 




raised a blister, She set up a yell. The bridesmaid stuck on some court plaster, It stuck so fast it 
quite interestin' , She was quite a belle. The bridegroom blazed with a blue shirt-collar. Black silk stock that 
on - ions toasted, Pea-nuts not a few. What do you think they had for a fiddle ? An old banjo with a 
as they chanced to ? Tails they were too long ! " Ducks in the Kitchen," " Old Aunt Sally," Plain cotillion. 
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couldn't stick fast - 
cost a dol - lar, 
hole in the middle, A 
"Who Keeps Tal-ly," 




urely 'twas a sad dis - as - ter. 
Large false whiskers, the fashion to follow ; 
tam - bor - ine and a worn - out grid - die. 
Up and down they charge and ral • ly! 
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Sut it soon got well. 
He cut a monstrous swell. 
H'ur - dy - gur - dy too. 
End - ed is my song. 



^^ 



» 



^ 



Wagner soulfuUy is from behind the scenes. One 
stumbles up a pair of stairs to the stage. A score of 
men in checked blouses are wandering aimlessly about 
among the chaos of trees and rocks, and palaces. A 
large four-wheeled trolley has been wheeled to the 
front of the stage and covered with opulent red robes. 
On this Venus stretches herself gracefully and Tann- 
hSuser covers up her feet. Then he rehearses the 
embrace he will give her when she will sing sweetly 
but firmly, " No, love itself to worship thou, beloved, 
shalt move." It is this remark of hers, by the way, 
that causes all the trouble. It eats into TannhSuser's 
brain like a fifteen -sixteen puzzle and eventually he 



becomes a " Wahnsinn'ger." A fat man in a green vel- 
vet tunic, made up with a dust-colored beard, tramps out 
of the dressing-room, a tin sword dangling at his heels. 
" Donnerwetter noch e'mal ! " he growls, " vere gomes 
dis draff oudt? I haf baid for no draff, undt I dond't 
vant ihm." While two or three of the stage-hands look 
for the imaginary draught he goes into a comer and 
sings to himself. " That is Herr Theodor Reichman," 
says an awe-struck chorus-girl. And after it is all over — 
the curtain down, the lights out, Mr. Milward Essex' 
smile folded up and laid away — what shall one say of 
it ? As a social function it was a success. The long- 
haired Wagnerites above-stairs voted it almost religion- 
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Traditional. 
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1. Old King Cole was a mer-ry old soul, And a mer-ry old soul was he, He 

2. Old King Cole was a mer-ry old soul, Nor read nor write could he, For to 
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caird for his pipe, and he call'd for his bowl, And he calPd for his fiddlers three, And 

read and write, 'twere use - less quite, 'When he kept a sec • re - ta - ly. So his 
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ev* • ry fid - dler had a fine fiddle. And ev*-ry fiddler had a fine fid -die, And a 
mark for "Rex "was a sin - gle "X" — ^Andhis drink was dit - to double, For he 
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ver - y fine fid- die had he; And a ver - y fine "^ fid -die had he, For 

scorned the. fet-ters of four-and- twenty letters, And it sav*d him a vast deal of trouble. For 
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Old King Cole, was a merry old soul. And a mer-ry old soul was 
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caJVd for his pipe, and he call*d for his bowl. And he call'd for his fid - diers three. 



ruf^l [[ i : ^P-^ 4 ^£^EEl^'"' 



122 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION 



PsftiGOT, in Fletcher's ** Faithful Shepherdess," is a 
prince, a prince of royal lineage more ancient than any 
other, sprung in directest line from some Greek god 
showering and shimmering down in a golden fountain, 
or sailing majestic, with sinning white wings and erect 
head, among the reeds and water-lilies. Perigot is a 
prince who, owing to some frightening dream or some 
lowly love af&ir, or, perhaps, merely because the thyme 
and marigolds of the hill-side, the shadow of the plane 
trees by the river, are pleasanter than the pillared palace 
chambers, possesses a flock which browse all day while 
he makes songs, as the Tuscan shepherds do even now- 



a-days, with the names of flowers and herbs and the 
name of his sweetheart. Perigot is a prince ; he has 
golden fringes to his green tunic, and a silver flllet 
round his blonde hair \ he may, at any moment, lay aside 
the fleece he wears on his shoulders, the shepherd's 
staff and pipe, in order to leap, with silver greaves and 
high-crested helmet, into his chariot with the golden 
spokes, or to mount upon his horse with the ivory saddle 
and the long doth-of-gold cover, a tame lynx in leash 
and a falcon on his wrist. For there is this of strange- 
ness in Perigot that, being so very, very young, he is also 
so very, very old. Paris of Troy was lus elder brother, 



MARCH O' THE CAMERON MEN, 
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Mary M. Campbbxx. 
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I. There's ma-ny a man of the Cam 
3. Oh! proudly they walk, but each Cam 
3. The moon has a - ris - en. It shines 



e - ron clan. That has foUow'd his chief to the 
e-ron knows. He may tread on the heath -er no 
on that path, Now trod by the gal - lant and 
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field; He has sworn to sup-port him, or die by his side. For a Cam - e-ron nev-er can 
more. But bold-ly he fol- lows his chief to the field. Where his laurels were gathered be- 
true ; High, high are their hopes, for their chieftain has said. That whatev - er men dare they can 
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Yield. 

fore. 

do. 



I hear the pi • broch sounding, sounding, deep o'er the mountain and glen. While 
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light-spnnging footsteps are trampling the heath, 'Tis the march of the Cam - e-ron men< 
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and his younger brother is the dear little King from the 
East, fair and smooth, whose pomegranate-embroidered 
mantle was unbuckled fiom his shoulders, and his gol- 
den spurs unstrapped, and his big sword held by a negro 
page, that he might kneel and proffer the incense and 
myrrh without frightening the little child in the stable 
at Bethlehem. Perigot is still without even the first 
faint callowness of lips or chin, yet he is older by far 
than the oldest greybeard. He has flown with the 
winged sandals of Perseus over the blue seas and the 
white cities of Greece; he has ridden with Oberon's 



horn by his side through the mysterious pine woods, a- 
long the strangely- winding rivers of the Grail King ; he 
disappeared out of antiquity as the boy Hylas, whom 
the green-haired n3rmphs dragged beneath the river 
bed ; and he reappeared in the Middle Ages as the 
Proven9al knight Aucassin. He has appeared again 
in later times ; a girl disguised as a boy, or a boy as a 
girl, showing himself all the while to country folk, old 
women and children, as the third son who cat off the 
Ogre's head, who broke off the bough of apples that 
sang, and filled his flask, with the water that danced. 
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F. KUCKSH. 
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ModeratOf com anima. 
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thee bids 



1. Good night, farewell, my own true heart, A thousand times good night! 

2. I see thy heart re • fleet - cd by A star with - in the st ream. It shines forth from thy 
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fs^poco ttnimato. 
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grief de - part, And ren - ders joy more bright. Tho* far thy im - age dwells with 
clear, blue eye. And sheds o'er me its befun; And tho* no more than one bright 




me. Thou art my guid-ing star; When o'er me darkening clouds I see, Thy 

glance I e'er of £ee pos - se ised. That look my heart will e'er en -trance, And 
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love euides 



love guides me a • far. 
ren - der ev - er blest. 
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When o'er me dark - 'ning clouds I 
That look my heart will e'er en- 
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see. Thy love guides me a • far. 
trance, And ren - der ev - er blest. 



cret - ctn - do. 



fa=j=N=^ 



•»-^ 



Fare - well, 
Fare - well, 
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my own true 
my own true 
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heart, A thousand times fare - well ! Good night, fare - well, my own true heart ! 
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It is a curious fact that Caspar di Salo and Magini, 
both early makers, started with the principle which 
has since been brought to the greatest perfection by 
the Cremona makers, and built on the flat ^model. 
Their instruments are consequently found to possess 
much of the fine and powerful tone which distinguishes 
Stradivarius and Cuarnerius. The early Amatis, in 
the second place, built on a higher model, and their 
instruments possess a sweet but powerful tone. Steiner, 
thirdly, built on a higher model still, and his instru- 
ments have a thin, piercing tone. The nearer we 
approach an entire flat in the model of a violin the 
fuller, rounder, and more powerful the tone, other 
points of careful work and good varnish being taken 



into consideration. This fact has strongly impressed 
itself on the minds of scientific inquirers, and the 
result has been the production of flat violins. These 
have been tried and reported satisfactory in the matter 
of tone. But there are other points to provide for 
which a flat box does not allow. To gain the requisite 
mass of air to produce good tone, a flat violin has to 
be made of a clumsy, awkward shape. In the beau- 
tifully modelled violin this is provided for in the rise 
of the back and belly. The ribs may therefore be 
more or less shallow according to the height of the 
model, and yet provide a sufHcient space for the 
necessary amount of air for the production of good 
tone. Therefore, the flatter the model of a violin the 



MARY'S TEARS, 

Con €sprt*t. 



T. MOORB. 

Oliver Shaw. 
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1. Were not the sin - ful Ma - ry's tears An off* - ring wor - thy Heav'n, An 

2. When, bringing ev - 'ry balm - y sweet Her day of lux - u - ry stored. Her 

3. And wiped them with that gold - en hair, Where once the dia - mond shone, Where 

4. Thou that hast slept in er - ror's sleep. Oh ! would'st thou wake in Heav'n, Oh ! 
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off* - ring wor - thy Heav*n, 

day of lux - luy stored, 

once the dia -mond shone, 

would'st thou wake in Heav'n, 
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When o'er the faults of form - er years She 

She o'er her Sa - viour's hal - low'd feet The 

Tho' now those gems of grief were there, Which 

Like Ma - ry kneel, like Ma - ry weep, "Love 
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wept and 
pre - cious 
shine for 
much," and 



wept and was for - given? She 

pre - cious per - fume poured, The 

shine for Cod a - lone! Which 

much," and be for - given! "Love 



was for - given? 
per - fume poured. 

Cod a - lone! 

be for • given! 
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St. Jjuke, 7: 36-50. 

Sung at Oratorio by Handel and Haydn Sodety, Boston, July 5th, 28x7, at reception of Piesident Monroe. 



greater the probability of a fine tone. This may be 
said to be an infallible rule, and an examination of 
the instruments of the most celebrated makers fully 
confirms it. Why, therefore, did the elder Amati, 
cotemporary and probably pupil of Caspar di Salo, 
change the model and size of the instrument? This 
inquiry brings us to the second rule for the amateur. 
There cannot be a doubt that he adopted this plan 
because the flat model produced a more powerful tone 
than was then required. He therefore, no doubt 
acquainted, practi(^ly if not theoretically, with the 
principles of acoustics, raised his model and decreased 
his size to provide for the production of that eminently 



sweet tone which characterizes his instruments. The 
amateur therefore who desires tone of this description, 
but does not want power, will generally find it m the 
model of medium height, providing, as in all other 
cases, the work and the wood are good. Of this 
model are some of the sweetest-toned violins to be 
found, of which the Amatis are the type. Much of 
the present excellence of the old >dolins also arises 
from their having been made thick in wood, which time 
has ameliorated and mellowed, until it permits free 
vibration. Had Magini, Caspar di Solo, and other very 
old midcers used as Tittle wood as some of their succes- 
sors, where would their instruments be now ? — Pearce, 
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GIVE TO THE WINDS. 

--j — 



p^'^trti 



J. Wesley, tr. 
Paul Gtbrhardt, 1656. 
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1. Give to the winds thy fears, 

2. Still heav-y is thy heart? 

3. Leave to His sovereign sway, 



«^ • • ' r 

Hope, and he un-dis 
Still sink thy spir - its 
To choose and to com 



mayed; God hears thy sighs and 
down? Cast off the weight, let 
mand; So shalt thou, wondering, 
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counts thy tears, God ^hall lift up thy head. Thro' waves, and clouds, and storms, He 
fear de - part, And ev - *ry care be - gone. What tho* thou ml - est not? Yet 
own His way How wise, how good His hand ! Leave to His sovereign sway, To 




gen - tly clears the way; Wait thou His time; so shall this night Soon end in joy - ous day. 
heaven, and earth, and hell Proclaim God sit - teth on the throne, And rul-eth all things well. 
choose and to com - mand ; So shalt thou, wondering, own His way How wise, how good His hand. 



PFFFrFiFPFnpcF M 



^ 



w 



ssr 



MY TITLE CLEAR. 



Isaac Watts. 
Thoi^as Arnb. "Arlington.' 
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1. When I can read 

2. Should earth a - gainst 

3. Let cares like a 

4. There shall I bathe 



my ti - tie clear 

my soul en - gage, 

wild del - uge come, 

my wea - ry soul 



W^ 



To man-sions in the skies, 

And fie • ry darts be hurled. 

And storms of sor - row fall; 

In seas of Heaven - ly rest, 
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Then 
May 
And 



bid fare - well to 

I can smile at 

I but safe - ly 

not a wave of 



m 



ev - 'ry fear And wipe my weep - ing eyes. 

Sa - tan's rage. And face a frown - ing world, 

reach my home. My God, my Heaven, my all. 

trou • ble roll A - cross my peace - ful breast. 



s 



^ 
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I. Salvation! oh, the joyful sound, 
Glad tidines to our ears; 
A sovereign balm for every wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 



2. Salvation! O Thou bleeding Lamb, 

To Thee the praise belongs; 

Salvation shall inspire our hearts. 

And dwell upon our tongues. 
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When people do not want to sing they cannot be 
coaxed into singing. The singing spirit precedes the 
choral outburst. There are two mischievous influences 
which may be held largely responsible for the situation, 
granting the popular disposition to share in the music- 
worship. The nnt is the organ which t03rs and experi- 
ments with the tune, Cf^ridously hastening or slowing 
the tempo ^ the alternation of tumultuous bm-sts of har- 
mony with pianissimo passages, or a positive desertion 
of the tune to the voices of the choir, afloat in mid air, 
left to find their way to the close of the stanza as best 
they may. The people cannot and will not let out their 
voices under such eccentricities and extravagences. A 



solid, orderly, helpful, persuasive accompaniment is 
indispensable to congregational singing. Again, the 
tempo or rhythmic movement itself is continually at 
fault. Within the present generation the tempo of tune- 
singing has undergone a well-nigh fatal revolution. 
The rattling pace of the glee and tq>-room chorus has 
driven out-of-doors the '< linked sweetness long drawn 
out," the grave and solemn grandeur of the old chorale 
movement in which the &thers had delight. There 
was no trouble or question about congregational sing- 
ing when "Mear," "St. Thomas," "Old Hundred," 
"Hebron" and the "Missionary Hynm,* were given 
out with solemn pace and well-accented movement. 



SONG OF SUNSHINE. 

Allegretto. 



fr';7-rf . i i j.j j i. rn M \\i \\\ 



s 



1. Be content with what you have, life at best is shad - ed; Seek the sun - shine 

2. Do not think your lot is hard, Cheerless like De - cem • ber. Some one's lot is 

3. Try to do some act of love, Try some heart to glad- den; While that heart you're 

4. Nothing like a cheer - ful heart, Frightens care and sor - row, Noth - ing like a 



% 






l^ ^ ^ 
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while it lasts, Ere its light is fad - ed, 

hard - er yet, Al - ways that re - mem • ber, 

bind - ing up. Yours will nev - er sad - den, 

beam - ing face, Can the sun - light bor - row, 



Ere its light is fad - ed. 
Al - ways that re - mem - ber. 
Yours will nev - er sad - den. 
Can the sun - light bor - row. 
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Ckortu. 



i:HM.H--^\i''\f^^ \ ^ pijij*^ 



Be content, be content. The skies will brighten o'er you. Be con -tent with 
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what you have. See bet - ter days be - fore you ; Then tra la la la la la la la. See 




^^ 



better days, better days, Sing tra la la la la la la la. See bet -ter days be -fore you! 
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A CHRISTMAS HYMN. 



"DUANB StREBT.' 

Elbanor a. Hunter. 
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1 . From ev - 'ry spire on Christmas Eve, The Christmas bells ring clearly out Their message of good - 

2. A thousand blessed memories throng, The stars are ho - ly signs to them, And from the eyes of 

3. To whom that sto - ry, old and sweet. Is but a fa - ble at the best, The Christmas music 

4. That they, at last, may see the light Which shines from Bethlehem, and unfold For Christ the treasures 



. Tnatthey, at last, may see tne Ugnt wmctismneslrom iSetHlehem, and untold r or Chnst the treasui 
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will and peace, Witli many a call and sil - ver shout For faithful hearts, the angels' song Still echoes, 
ev - 'ry child Looks forth the Babe of Bethlehem ; But there are others, not like these. Whose brows are 
mocks their ears, And life has naught of joy or rest. Oh ! for an angel's voice to pierce The clouds of 
of their hearts, Richer than spi - cer - y or gold. Hope of the ages, draw Thou near, 'Till all the 
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in the firost • y air, And by the al - tar low they bow, In ad - o - ra - tion and in prayer, 
sad,whose hopes are cross'd,To whom the season brings no cheer, And life's most gracious charm is lost, 
grief that o'er them rise. The mists of doubt and un- belief. That veil the blue of Christmas skies, 
earth shall own Thy sway, And when Thou reign'st in ev'ry heart It will, indeed, be Christmas day, 



«^ 
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FOURTH OF JULY HYMN. 



"Ortonvillk.** 
Thomas Hastings. 



i^n iij UM4- i i jij j,j j i j^ 

I. To Thee, our Fa- ther and our Fnend Our hymn to-day shall rise; O 



our Fa - ther and our Friend Our hymn to - day shall rise ; 

2. While thro' our land fiaiir free - dom's song Our fa • thers raise to Thee; Our 

3. The past with bless-ings from Thy hand, Was rich - ly scat-lered o'er; As 

4. Oh, may the fu - ture be as bright. Nor be Thy fa - vors less Re- 
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from Thy heavenly courts descend. And bless the sac - ri - fice, And bless the sac - ri - fice! 
ac- cents shall the notes prolong; We children, too, are free. We children, too, are free! 
numerous as the countless sand That spreads the ocean shore, That spreads the ocean shore, 
splendent with the glorious light Of peace and happi - ness, Of peace and hap -pi - ness. 



t4';^f.Ff7l^'^^p i !Hf'^ l :i^ipr'^f7# 



I. 

A little word in kindness said, 
A motion or a tear, [sad. 

Has often healed the heart that's 
And made a friend sincere. 



A word, a look, has crushed to earth. 
Full many a budding flower; 

Which, had a smile but own'd its birth, 
Would bless life's darkest hour, 



3^ 
Then deem it not an idle thing, 

A pleasant word to speak; 
The face you wear, the tho'ts you 

A heart may heat or break, [brings 
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On the flower, the shell, the wing of the butterfly, 
were traces of a writing whose counterpart was in my 
own soul; as when a page has been torn down the 
midst, I found I had only to join these characters to 
make their meaning plain. The winds, the leaves, 
my own voice and &at of the birds, were harmony; I 
strove to master it; to pierce to its deep fundamental 
structure. Then the rocks began to give forth music at 
sunrise and sunset; not like that alluring, bewildering 
music of the forest and ruined temple, but solemn and 
chastened. That sweetness dissolved the sweetness; 
this built it up within its mighty chord. Each scattered 
drop, each bvight spark of melody that had fallen here 
and there, making some stray blade or blossom lovely, 
shone there, gathered up into a lofty arch of sound that 



might grow, I thought, to one of triumph, spanning 
earth and heaven. It was ever pure, ever prophetic; 
yet now, as I listened, it seemed to me that there were 
but two who spake within it, exchanging, as in some 
old, simple song, the I and thou of an unalterable 
constancy; then it would grow to the voice of a great 
multitiMe, to the sound of many waters. I heard 
harpers harping on their harps, compassing about with 
songs of deliverance ; and yet the music did not change. 
For hours I would lie listening to the birds; for hours 
I would toil among the flowers and fossils I had col- 
lected ; once more I read at mom and even in my book. 
Then as I lay at midday, a light above the brightness 
of the noon would sometimes be cast around me, and 
a well-known Form would pass me, as one in haste. 



I WOULD NOT DIE IN SPRING TIME. 

Moderato. 



Milton Moorb. 



I.I would not die in Spring: time When all is brififht around, Andfairyounerflow'rsa 



1. I would not die in Spring time When all is bright around. And fair young flow'rs are 

2. I would not die in Sum • mer When music's on the breeze, And soft, de - light - ful 

3. When breezes leave the moun - tain, Its balmy sweets all o'er. To breathe a - round the 

4. But let me die in Win • ter When night hangs dark above. And cold the snow is 



^ U U U 1^ 
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peep - ing From out 
mur - murs Float ev - 

foun - tain And fan 

ly - ing On bos - 



the si - lent ground. When life is on the wa- ter And 
er through the trees. And fai - ry birds are sing - ing From 
our bowers no more. When Sum - mer flow'rs are dy - ing With • 
oms that we love — Ah I may the wind at midnight. That 
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joy up - on the shore ; For 
mom till close of day. No, 
in the lone-ly glen. And 
bioweth from the sea. Chant 



Win -ter, gloomy Win - ter. Then reigns o'er us no more, 
with its transient glo - ries I would not pass a - way. 
Autumn winds are sigh - ing, I would not per - ish then, 
mild-ly, soft-ly, sweet -ly, A re -qui -em for me. 






His step was still regal; his garments red, from the 
battle or the vintage, I knew not which ; but his eye 
was calm as that of one who follows out some vast, 
long-deliberated plan. He did not stay to speak with 
me, but in passing me his step was slower, and once he 
turned and looked upon me for a moment. I under- 
stood that silent appeal, yet I did not respond to it, did 
not follow where it led. I had experienced, endured 
so much ; weariness of all things, even of good, had 
overtaken me; a spring in my life that kept all moving 
had run low, had stopped altogether. Then under- 
stood I why a certain Father had said, *' I have written 
unto you, young men, because ye are strong." Even 
now, far above the valley, I heard the clear songs of 



the vintagers, the shouts of those who carried home 
the com; the fields stood white, all things told me 
that the harvest of the earth had come, and its Lord 
would immediately thrust in the sickle. — Two Friends. 
The author of the hymn," 'Mid scenes of confusion 
and creatuxe complaints," was Rev. David Denham, 
an English Baptist, who died in 1848. After entering 
the ministry, he was settled at Margate, London, and 
Chelsea. He was the author of a collection of hymns 
which bears his name, but wrote mostly for the relig- 
ious magazines. His title for this was "The Saints's 
Sweet Home." It was in use in America in the « Christ- 
ian Lyre" in 1830. The author contributed seventy 
liymns tohb book, The Saints* Melody, published 1837, 
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AS WITH GLADNESS. 



^ 
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W. H. Momc. 
Wm. C. Dxx, i860. 
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1. As with 

2. As with 

3. As they 

4. Ho - ly 



glad - ness men of old 
joy - ful steps they sped, 
of - fered gifts most rare 



Je 



*ry day 




Did the guid-ing star be - hold» 

Sav - iour, to thy man - ger b«d. 

At thy era - die rude and bare. 

Keep us in the nar - row way; 
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As with joy they hailed 

There to bend the knee 

So may we with ho 

And when earth - ly things 



its light, Lead - ing on - ward, beam - ing bright, 

be - fore Thee, whom heaven and earth a - dore; 

ly joy, Pure and free from sin's al - loy, 

are past. Bring our ran - somed souls at last 
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rr- 



gcac - ious Lord, 

we with wil ■ 

cost - liest treas 

need no star 



So, most 
So may 
All our 
Where they 



may we Ev • er - more be led to 

ling feet Ev - er seek the mer - cy - 

ures bring, Christ, to thee, our heaven - ly 

to guide. Where no clouds thy glo - ry 



thee, 
seat 
King, 
hide. 
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HAIL THOU LONG-EXPECTED. 




CrARLIS WBS1.BT. 

Ithamar Conkst. "Rathboit.'' 
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1. Hail ! thou long - ex - pect 

2. Is - raePs strength and con 

3. Bom thy peo - pie to 

4. By thine own e - ter 



ed Te - sus, Bom to set 

so - La • tion, Hope of aU 

de • liv - er. Bom a child, 

nal Spir - it. Rule in all 



thy pco* 
the saints 
yet God 
our hearts 



pie free: 
thou art; 
our King, 
a - lone; 
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From our sins and fears re - lease us. 

Long de - sired of ev - *ry na - tion, 

Bom to reign in us for • ev - er. Now thy 

By thine all - suf - fi • cient mer - it, Raise us 



Let us 
Joy of 
Now thy 



find 
ev • 
gra 
to 



^M 



our rest m thee. 

*ry wait - ing heart 

cious king-dom bring, 

^7 g^o ' nous throne. 
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The Hogaenots, before the battle of Coutras, knelt 
and chanted the psalm, *' O give thanks unto the Lord; 
for he is good; for his mercy endureth forever." See- 
ing their attitude of supplication, some courtiers cried, 
" Behold, the cowards are already begging mercy ! '* 
" No," answered an old officer, who knew their way, 
« you may expect a stem fight from the men who sing 
psalms and pray." The anecdote illustrates the part 
the P^ms have played in history, especially in the 
throes that accompanied the Reformation. The forty- 
sixth psalm, " God is our refuge and strength," is the 
basis of the battle-h3rmn of that great revolution, Lu- 
ther's " A strong tower is our God." The sixty-eighth, 
"Let God arise, let his enemies be scattered," was 
known among the Huguenots as the " song of battles." 
Savonarola chanted it as he marched to the most pre- 
cious pyre ever lighted in Florence. After the victory 



of Dunbar, Cromwell and his army sung the one hun- 
dred and seventeenth psalm, <* O praise the Lord, all 
ye nations ; praise him, dl ye people." No man knows 
what a great part the psalms have played in the lives of 
men. These poems, which reflect every praiseworthy 
emotion, have associated themselves, like the rain and 
the sunlight, with all sorts and conditions of men, wo- 
men, and children. The penitential groanings of the 
sixth psalm, "O Lord, rebuke me not in thine anger," 
have been sobbed out by Catherine de Medici, John 
Calvm, and Mrs. Carlyle. It might be properly called 
the "universal psalm of the penitent." When the 
eloquent, erratic Edward Irving was dying, he gathered 
up his strength and chanted, in Hebrew, the twenty- 
third psalm, the "shepherd's song." "Yea, though I 
walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I 
will fear no evil," whispered Scotland's greatest meta- 



COMMIT THY WAYS 

Andante. 



Sbbastxan Bach. 



^ Anaante. <c^ I _ I I 1^ l /^ 



Pil - grim, On time's dark, storm - y seas, > 

all tUngs, Thro* sweet e - ter - ni - ties : j 

end - ed; Dis - tress and fear re - move; J 

guid - ed, By Thine un - fait - 'ring love. 

-J — ^ 



f Com - mit thy ways, O 

\To Him who or - ders 

all our care be 
be 



- /Let 

"• \Our feet 




Who meas - ures out their 
So, if we^ be 



cours 
trust 



W 



f 



es To clouds, winds, waves be - 
ed To Thy con - tin - ucd 
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Where - on thy 



low; He, too, will find a path - way 
care, Our ways shall lead se - cure - ly To 



thy feet may 
Heav'nly por - tals 



.go- 
&ir. 
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physician, Sir William Hamilton, and then breathed 
out his spirit. The parting word of Luther, of Knox, 
of John Huss, of Jerome of Prague, and of countless 
martyrs and saints, was the fifth verse of the thirty-first 
psalm : " Into thine hand I commit my spirit." The 
northernmost grave on the face of the earth is near 
Cape Beechy, on the brow of a hill covered with snow. 
In it is buried the body of a member of the Nares 
expedition. A large stone covers the dead, and on a 
copper tablet at the head is engraved a part of the 
seventh verse of the- fifty-first psalm : " Wash me, and 
I shall be whiter than snow." Never was the " prayer 
of Moses, the man of God," the ninetieth pisalm, read 
amid more solemn circumstances than on die occasion 
of the burial of one of the victims of the accident upon 
the Matterhom in 1865. Three English gentlemen 
and their Swiss guide lost their lives. The bodies were 



found on the glacier below the mountam, and on one». 
that of the Rev. Charles Hudson, was found his prayer- 
book. Taking it reverently fix)m the dead, a clergyman 
present with the searching party, read fix)m it the nine- 
tieth psalm. The mourners stood around the grave 
in the centre of a snow-field, never before trodden by 
man. Above was the frowning mountain and the 
cloudless sky. Bronzed-faced guides and sorrowful 
friends leaned on their alpenstocks, while the minister 
read the solemn burial service fix>m the sacred book. 

Speaking of the silent sympathy shown by his 
friends in his great sorrow for the loss of his boy Harry, 
he says : " And it is, by the way, from the fact of the 
presence of others that we really derive support in our 
dark hours of grief, and not from their talk which 
often serves to irritate us. Before a storm the game 
always herd together, but they cease their calling ! " 
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HARK! TEN THOUSAND 
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1. Hark! ten thousand harps and voi-ces 

2. King of Glo - ry, reign for - cv - er ! 

3. Sa - viour, has-ten Thine ap - pear-ing: 



Sound the note of praise a - bove: 
Thine an cv - er - last - ing crown : 
Bring I oh, bring the glo - nous day, 
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Fine, 
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Je • sus reigns and Heav'n re - joic-es; 

Nothing from Thy love shall se - ver 

When, the aw-ful sum • mons hear -ing 

! I I #- -^ -^- 



^^ 



Je - sus reigns, the God of love: 
Those whom Thou hast made Thine own ; 
Heaven and earth shall pass a - way. 
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joic - es; Je • sus reigns, the <iod of love. 



S. Je - sus reigns, and Heav'n re 
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der throne; 
Thy grace, 
en harps we'll sing, 



See, 
Hap 
Then with gold 



sits on yon 
py ob - jects of 



mE 
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Je - sus rules the world a - lone. 
Des - tined to be - hold Thy face. 
Glo • ly to our Sa - viour King. 
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SWEET WILL OF GOD. 
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F. W. Fabkr. 
Scotch Tunb. "Avon." 



^ 



1. I wor - ship Thee, sweet Will of God, And all 

2. I love to kiss each print where Thou Hast set 

3. I have no cares, oh, bles - sed Will, For all 

""*^ -J rf^ M 1^ ^ ij O 



Thy ways a - dore; 
Thine un - seen feet; 
my cares are Thine; 
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Thee more and more. 



And ev - ery day 
I can • not fear 
I live in tri 



I live, I seem To 
Thee, bles - sed Wm, Thine 
umph. Lord, for Thou Hast 
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love 
em • 
made 

J— J- 



pire 
Thy 



15 SO sweet, 
tri - umphs mine. 
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He always wins who sides with God, 
To Him no chance is lost; 

God's will is sweetest to Him when 
It triumphs at His cost. 



Ill, that God blesses, is our good, 
And unblest good is ill; 

And all is right that seems most 
If it be His dear will ! [wrong,] 



When obstacles and trials seem 
Like prison-walls to be ; 

I do the little I can do, 
And leave the rest to Thee. 
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In Lcwiwiana, of caaatt^ there was also the'MarseS- 
laife at the breaking oat of the cnril war. fTbeCreoles 
of New Orieaos/' Mr. Cable writes, «< followed dose 
by the Anglo- Americans of their town, took iq> the 
Marseillaise with great enthosiasni, as thej have al- 
ways done whenever a war spirit was iq>. They did it 
when the British inraded I^onisiana in 1814. It was 
good enough as it stood; they made no new adaptations 
of it, but sang it in French and English ( I ^xak of 
i86f ), 'dry so/ as the Southern rustics say. < Dixie' 
started with the 6rst mutter of war thunder. I think 
the same is true of ' Lorena,' which never stopped till 
the last musket was stacked and the last camp fire cold. 



It was, by all odds, the soi^ nearest the ConfiedenCe 
Soulier's heart. Itwas the 'Annie Laorie' of the Coo- 
fedente trendies." The Northeni equivalent of ''Lo- 
rena" b to be soi^t among the songs which made a 
lyric address to "Mother," vdA of which Just Before the 
Battle, Mother, may be taken as a type. There was a 
touch of realistic pathos m Just Before the Battle, Modi- 
er, which brought the simple and unpretending words 
home to the hearts of the men who had girded on the 
swoid and shouldered the musket. YetcaptiritywasnoC 
seldommorebittertobear than death itself, and this gare 
point to the lament of the soldier who sat in his*' prison 
cell" and heard the tramp, tranq> of the marrhing boys.. 



WHEN GENTLE WINDS. 

Ctmailterma. ^ ^J N i 



R. SonncAioi. 
J. E. ( 



I. Wnen gen - de winds blow 
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gen - tie winds blow o*er the sea. And sum • mer comes with bird and bee, A • 
2, When au - tumn comes with s kies serene. And mea - dow paths are fringed with green, A 
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gain we'll rove by wood and stream, And bask be - neath the sun • ny beam; we'll 
gain we'll breathe the e v - 'n ing gale, And list die song-birds in the vale; When 
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seek a -gain the cow - slip dells; And where the mod - est vio - let dwells, We'll 
ev - 'ry stream and ev - 'ry grove In - vites our tru - ant st eps to rove. We'll 
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ly wan - der forth once more, And ang the songs we sang 



of yore; We'll 
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gai - ly wan - der forth once mo 
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ly wan - der fo rth o nce more, And sing the ' songs we sang of yore. 
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ONE SWEETLY SOLEMN THOUGHT. 



Ph<b8b Cabt. 
VonWkbkr. "J 
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1. One sweet - ly sol- emn thought Comes to me o'er and o'er; I'm near - er 

2. Near - er the bound of life. Where bur - dens are laid down, Near - cr to 

3. Fath - er, per - feet my trust ; Strengthen the hand of faith To feel thee, 




home to-day, 'than I have been 
leave the cross. And near-er to the 
when I stand Up - on the shore of 



fore; 

crown: 

death. 



Near - er my Fath - er's house. 
But there lies dirk be-tween 
Be near me when my feet 
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Where ma - ny mansions be. Near - er the great white throne. Nearer the crystal sea. 
And wind -ing through the night The deep and unknown stream That leads at last to light. 
Are wait - ing on the brink ! I may be near - er home, Nearer than now I think ! 
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AS WHEN THE TRAVELER. 



John Nkwton. 
W. B. Bradbury. " Woodworth.' 



k f/'i< j l JjU = ./J l j^JJU Nlf 4-Jj yM 



r 



^ 



As when the wea - ry travel - cr gains The height of some o'er- look- ing hill. 
While he sur - veys the much loved spot He slights the space that lies between. 
Thus when the Chris • tian pil - grim views By faith his man-sion in the skies, 
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His heart re - vives, if o'er the plains 
His past fa - tigues are now for - got, 
The sight his faint - ing strength renews, 



He sees his home, though dis-tant still. 
Be-cause his jour- ney's end is seen. 

And wings his speed to reach the prize. 
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4. The thought of home his spirit cheers; 
No more he grieves for troubles past, 
Nor any future trial fears 
So he may safe arrive at last. 



5. 'Tis there, he says, I am to dwell, 
With Jesus in the realms of day ; 
Then I shall bid my cares farewell, 
And he shall wipe my tears away. 
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It will be found necessary, in order to teach music 
in the best manner, to employ something for a time 
language which will name these ideas of accent and 
tone duration distinctly to the ear. In this age of 
progress the wise man will be very careful how he 
ridicules any new idea, however absurd it may seem 
to him, without Brst giving it a thorough investigation. 
Nothing stands so much in the way of progress as our 
own ignorance of the possibilities when the best 
methods of teaching are employed. Far be it from me 
to do by word or deed anvthinsr that will hinder real 
progress in music, and all real improvements shall 
have my hearty support. I make it my solemn duty 
to investigate carefully all systems and methods of 
teaching which are brought to my notice. I have al- 



ways looked with distrust upon all mechanical devices 
— and their name is legion — ^invented for the purpose 
of explaining the mathematics of music to the eye, and 
all short-hand notations which do not represent the 
whole subject, and for which there can be no excuse 
except the ignorance of the teacher. My remedy for 
all these superfluous things is to produce better results 
without them. When the people understand that 
children are losing the most precious years of their 
school life for training the eye to the full, true repre- 
sentation of music, and that they are spending this 
time in acquiring a partial representation which must 
be abandoned later, and that there is no excuse for; 
this except a want of knowledge on the part of the 
teacher, they will insist that the teacher shall be better 



I'M LITTLE ROBIN REDBREAST. 



T. Marzials. 



I. Tm lit - tie Rob -in Redbreast, sir; My nest is in the tree: If you 
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Alltgretto, - r 

1. Tm lit - tie Rob -in Redbreast, sir; My nest is in the tree: If you lookup in 

2. The green leaves shade our lovely home From hot and scorching sun ; So ma - ny birds live 

3. I have a se-cret I would like llie lit - tie girls to know; But I won't tell a 

4. Joe Thompson robbed the nest last year, And year before Tom Brown ; I'll tell it loud as 

5. Oh, did you hear the con - cert This morning from our tree? We give it ev' - ry 
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yon - der elm. My plea - 

in the tree. We do 

sin - gle boy. They rob 

I can sing, To ev* ■ 

mom - ing, As soon 



sant home you'll see. 

not want for fun. 

the poor birds so. 

ry one in town, 

as we can see. 



We made it ver - y soft and nice, My 
The light breeze gent - ly rocks our nest. And 
We have four pret - ty lit - tie nests, We 
Swallow and spar -row, lark and thrush. Will 
We praise our great Cre - a - tor,VrTiose 
^ ^ ! ^ 
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pre - ty mate and I, 
hush-es us to sleep, 
watch them with great care 
tell you just the sajne; 
precious love we share. 



And all the time we worked at it. We sang right mer -ri - ly. 
We're up be-times to sing our song, And the first day -light greet. 
Full thir-ty eggs are 'in this tree! Don't tell the boys they're there. 
To make us aU so sor - row-ful. It is a wick - ed shame. 
Dear children, learn to praise Him too, For all His ten- der care. 
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informed. The people have a right to demand that 
better results shall be obtained, and that, too, with the 
established notation — ^which is indeed the best nota- 
tation because the most graphic, and the only one that 
represents the whole subject. I am frank enough to 
say of my former teaching, that so far as real education 
in music is concerned, which should give children 
command of their musical powers, with the same cer- 
tainty of reading music intelligently at sight that they 
might have in reading the language, in the light 
of present developments it seems to me to have 
been a failure in comparison to what can and ought 
to have been accomplished, and the fault has not been 
either with the children or with the notation. It will 



be a genuine surprise to all teachers to see what can be 
accomplished with little children in gaining a knowl- 
edge of sounds when the scale is taken as the unit in 
thinking, and practice given upon it in its different 
positions upon the staff, the same as children are exer- 
cised in numbers and their combinations in studying 
their tables. The work in sounds can be done as suc- 
cessfully by the regular teachers as in numbers, and 
the time is not far distant when music in our public 
schools will be as successfully taught by the regular 
teachers as any other branch of study. — H, E. HoU, 

The effect of good music upon the hearer is not 
caused by its novelty. On the contrary, it impresses 
us more the more familiar we are with it. — Goethe, 
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SAD WAS THE HOUR. 

Andante Moderato. 



Hbnrt Smart. 



Andante Moderato. I I k. -^ I I ^^ '^^ 1 

Sad was the hour when past her cot. At ear - ly dawn I strayed ; That lat - tice ne*er to 



1. Sad was the hour when past her cot. At ear-ly dawn I strayed; That lat -tice ne*er to 

2. But tho* for me her seraph smile Wasnev-er meant to glow, That look in ex-ile 
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be for • got, Which balm • y ro - ses braid, 
shall be-guile My dark - esMiour of woe'; 



Still my scorned heart by mem'ry's light 
And tho' my life prove one re - gret 
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In sor - row long shall trace, As forth it beamed in beau - ty bright That 

Till death u • surp its place. For worlds of bliss I*d not for - get That 




so RUNS MY DREAM. 



I. Oh, yet we trust that some -how good Will be the fi - 



ALran> Trnkitsom. 
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I. Oh, yet we trust that some -how good Will 
2.* That noth • ing walks with aim - less feet; That 



be the fi - nal goal of ill, 
not one life shall be destroyed. 
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To pangs of na - ture, sins of will, De - fects 
Or cast as rub • bish to the void, When God 



of doubt, and taints of blood« 
hath made the pile com - plete. 
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3. Behold ! we know not anything; 
I can but trust that good shall fail 
At last,— fac oflf,— 4it last, to all. 
And every winter change to spring. 



So runs my dream : But what am I ? 
An infant crying in the night: 
An infant crying for the light : 
And with no language but a cry. 
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I TURN abniptly from this world of sound as a reve- 
lation of God, to music as a revelation or prophecy 
of the future. I do not say the future world nor the 
future of humanity in this world, as I mean both and 
regard them as one. There is a future of this world 
in a historical sense, and there is a future world that 
is above history; but if death is all that divides them, 
and if death is abolished, they become one. Hence, 
while the distinction -in some ways is to be retained, 
in moral ways the two worlds are to be regarded as 
one. Regenerated humanity and heaven are inter- 
changeable terms; they are alike, and one simply 
passes on and up into tlie other. It is a central con- 
ception of Christianity that death is but an incident 
in the external history of man. Hence Christ sweeps 



it out of His path almost as with the scorn of indif- 
ference. Hence also in the Apocalypse, with this 
principle to guide us, we read of Heaven and find it 
refers to this world ; the new Jerusalen comes down 
from God out of Heaven, and the tabernacle of God 
is with men. Is it here or there? We need not an- 
swer except to say that it is both, but under a con- 
ception of^ eternity and not of time. This inseparable 
blending of moral perfection and heavenly existence, 
so confusing to ordinary thought, is itself a revelation 
not to be passed by, and one under which we should 
teach ourselves to think and act. In its struggle 
with thought and language to unfold the way to fu- 
ture perfection, the universe itself is taxed for forms 
of expression. The sun and moon, the stars, the sea. 



BEAR A LILY IN THY HAND 

dtt^-H : ■ -. ^ I H^ 
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H. W. LONGFBLLOW. 
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1. Maid - en, with the 

2. Oh, thou child of 

3. Bear a li - ly 

4. Oh, that dew, like 



meek brown eyes, 

ma - ny prayers! 

in thy hand ; 

balm, should steal 



In whose orb a shad - ow lies 
Life hath quicksands — life hath snares! 
Gates of brass can - not with - stand 
In - to wounds that can - not heal. 
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nou whose loc 
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Like the dusk in 

Care and age come 

One touch of that 
E*en as sleep our 



eve - ning skies! 

un - a - wares! 

mag - ic wand; 

eyes doth seal; 
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Thou whose locks out - 

Like the swell of 

Bear (hro* sor - row. 

And that smile, like 
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shine the sun! 

some sweet tune, 

wrong, and ruth, 

sun - shine, dart 
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Gold - en tress - es, wreathed m one. 
Mom - ing ris - es in - to noon, 
In thy heart the dew of youth. 
In - to many a sun - less heart. 



r — r 



r 



As the braid- ed stream-lets run! 

May glides on - ward in - to June. 

On thy lips the smile of truth. 

For a smile of God thou ait. 



^ 



i,/H H i H- 



iVf i bj c j'; rf f 



^ 



thunders and lightnings, the four winds, the rocks, 
mountains and islands, fire and earthquake, hail and 
smoke, trees and green grass, horses and lions and 
locusts and ^scorpions, the clouds and the rainbow, 
dragons and floods, eagles and nameless beasts, the 
serpent and the lamb, the forces of nature in their 
mightiest exhibition, the travail of birth, the cities 
and the nations, all angels and men, temples and al- 
tars, kings and queens and wine of wrath, bottomless 
pits and fiery lakes, death and mourning and famine, 
merchants with their merchandise of gold and the 
souls of men — such are the materials of which the 
drama of human society is composed as it moves on 
towards perfection. But as the end draws nigh, this 
tumultuous scenery of the elements and of lower 



nature pas.ses away, and another order of imagery 
appears. Now we behold a city lying four-square, 
open on all sides, paved with gold, watered by a 
river of life and fed by a tree of life and lighted by 
the glory of God. But underneath the whole mighty 
process of advancing righteousness and continuous 
judgment is heard the note of praise — harpers harping 
with their harps — and, at the end, the song of Moses 
and of the Lamb — the song of deliverance and victory. 
The underlying or central image of the Apocalypse 
is song — the voice of harpers mingling with the voice 
of great thunders, of many waters and of a great 
multitude — heard throughout, and heard at last in 
the universal ascription — " Hallelujah ! for the Lord 
God omnipotent reigneth." — Rev. T. T, Munger. 
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The yiolin is an instrument which, though small 
and of trifling original cost, has yet commanded ex- 
traordinary prices. The reason of the immense dif- 
ference in the value of these instruments is a subject 
possessing strong claims to notice from virtuoso and 
amateur. To distinguish by the outward character- 
istics and peculiarities of tone, that which will be of 
pecuniary value to the possessor and yield the utmost 
delight to the hearer, is an acquirement at once diffi- 
cult to obtain, and valuable when obtained. Of late 
years the history of the violin and its congeners has 
received much attention. Elaborate and costly trea- 
tises have been published, some of which, written 
in foreign languages, are difficult to obtain, and not 
accessible on that account to many of those who 



desire to peruse them. Others are imperfect and un- 
satisfacto]^, and others still, from their high price, be- 
yond the reach of the greater number of amateurs. 
The remark has been credited to Lowell Mason 
" that anybody can sing who can tell a flute from a 
cow-bell;" and it is undoubetdly a fact tliat the 
LAmb-like ** incapability of tune " professed by so many 
people comes more from neglect or lack of opportunity 
than from natural defect. It must be remembered, 
too, that there is a difference between the science of 
music and the gift of music; and men like liszt and 
Mason,. in maintaining that every one can sing, have 
never implied that ^1 have musical genius, or even 
a good faculty for music. Culture can, indeed, 
make a singer, but it cannot make the "gift of song.'* 



NOTHING TRUE BUT HEAVEN. 




Olzvbr Shaw. 
Thomas Moorb. 



,'s il - lu - sion given, This 




1. This world is all a neet-ing show. For man's il - lu - sion given, This world is all a 

2. And false the light on glo-ry's plume As fad - ing hues of even. And false the light on 

3. Poor wanderers of a stormy day, From wave to wave we're driven, Poor wanderers of a 
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Gieet-ing show. For man's il - lu - sion given; The smiles of joy, the tears of woe, De - 
glo-ry's plume As fad -ing hues of even; And love, and hope, and beauty's bloom. Are 

stormy day. From wave to wave we're driven; And fancy's flash, and reason's ray, Serve 




ceit-ful shine, de - ceit • ful 
blos-soms gath - ered for the 

but to light the trou - bled 




flow. There's nothing true but Heav'n, There's 
tomb. There's nothing bright but Heav'n, There's 
way, There's nothing calm but Heav'n, There's 
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noth - ing true 
noth - ing bright 
noth - ing calm 
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but Heav'n, 
but Heav'n, 
but Heav'n, 



There's noth - ing true 
There's noth • ing bright 
There's noth - ing calm 



but 
but 
but 
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Heav'n. 
Heav'n. 
Heav'n. 
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The muUke has been made in teaching mnsic, tliat 
the names of the characters representing music hare 
been tai^ht first, instead of nrasic itself. To little 
children, and even to children of a larger growth, it 
thus becomes dry and nninteresting; bat if we rereise 
the process and teach music first and the names of 
characters incidentally, the work may be a constant de- 
light and nrach Taloable time will be saved. Mr. Holt 
does not claim to have invented anything, bat simply 
to have discovered that the edocational principles which 
onderlie the true teaching of any other subject can be 



applied to music He has discovered a method of pre- 
sentation according to such principles that any one 
having teaching ability can successfully lead even the 
little child of five years to a sorprising knowledge of 
music, provided only that the teacher has at the outset 
the musical ability to sing the scale. In order to be- 
come a musical nation we must have music taught in 
the public schools, and the daily work must be done 
by the regular teachers with ^leoal supervision at cer- 
tain intervals. The only rote lesson in die whole course 
is the first — the ffarhing of the scale, which is taken 



OH, MY BRAVEST AND BEST. 



VmcBMzo BKLum. 
MoifTBCcBi £ Capulbtti." 




1. Oh! my brav - est and best, I re -sign thee, 

2. To thy wish had I breathed a de - ni - al. 



My heart will be des - o - late 
I know thou wouldst meekly o - 
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And the lau - rels that fame will entwin'3 thee, 
bey; Ah, then think how severe is the tii - al, 
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I ncv-er shall see on thy 
To her who now sends thee a- 
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brow ; Thou art called, and'^to pause were an er - ror. Which naught could here-af - ter ef - 
way; Had she cherished the thought to re - fiise thee, Few scarcely would ven - ture to 




face, The* I think of thy danger with terror, Less could I en - dure thy disp^race. 
blame, And 'twere better, far bet -ter to lose thee, Than feel I had darkened th]rfame. 
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as the unit of thot^ht in tune. Aside from this ther« 
is no imitation. It is a system of much thinking. Time 
and tune are taught separately, the whole measure being 
taken as the unit in tune. He has taught what not to 
teach, and has stripped music of the technicalities and 
enigmas which have been a bugbear to so many. He 
has shown — what has been proved in many schools — 
that it is as easy for children to read in one key as in 
another. There are no difficulties in the representation 
of music. One strong point is that practically but one 
scale is taught in different positions. The syllables are 



used sAmply as a means to an end, and are soon dropped. 
They are valuable in elementary work if used withm 
certain limits. It can only be said that theu- use is better 
than none, since they bring up quickly the characteristic 
quality of the intervals. All music is written upon the 
basis of tone relation and these syllables aid the mind 
somewhat to grasp the idea of this relation of sounds. 
The musical tones which can be used with advan- 
tage, and have clearly distmguishable pitch, have be- 
tween forty and four thousand vibrations in a second, 
extending over a range of seven octaYes.^HtimAo/fy, 
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THE FLOWERS OF MAY. 
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Arbor Day Songs. 
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I . Keep looking for the flowers of May, Tho' winds are cold and chill ; Tho' clouds shut out the 



2. Sum - mer will come, tho' long delayed, The sweet wild rose will bloom In wayside hedges, 
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blue, - 
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sky's bright blue. And hide the gold - en 
as of old; With silk - en leaves and 
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sun - light too, Keep look - mg for them 
hearts of gold. And breath of rare per- 




:ing for then 
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Keep 
And 



Keep looking for t^em still, 
And breath of rare per -fume. 



them still, Keep look - ing for them still, 

per -fume. And breath of rare per-fiime. 

Keep look - ing for them still. Keep looking for them sttU. 

And breath 01 rare per -fume. Ana breath of rare per - fume. 
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look -ing for them still, 
breath of rare per - fume. 

Again in shady garden nooks. 
And mossy woodland dells, 
The Valley Uly, Spring's fair queen. 
Will don her robes of emerald green, 
And ring her iv'ry bells. 



And, as we watch and hope for Springe's 

Bird song, and budding flowers, 
Tho' frost may blight, and west winds chill. 
So may we look for good from ill, 
All thro' this woild of ours. 



HARK THE GLAD SOUND! 



Philip Doddridgb. 
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1 . Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour comes, The Saviour prom 

2. On Him the Spir - it, largely poured. Ex -erts its sa 

3. He comes the prisoners to re - lease In Satan's bond 

4. He comes the broken heart to bind, The bleeding soul 



ised long; Let ev - 'ry 

cred fire ; Wisdom and 

age held ; The gates of 

to cure, And with the 
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heart prepare a throne, And ev'ry voice 
might, and zeal and love. His holy breast 
brass before Him burst, The iion fet - 
rich - es of his grace To bless the hum 



a song. And ev'ry voice 

in - spire. His holy breast 

ters yield. The iron fet 

ble poor. To bless the hum 



^$m 
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a song. 

in - spire, 

ters yield, 

ble poor. 
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OLD AND YOUNG MARIE, 

Andantino, fi 






i 
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4^^ 



F. E. Wbathbelt. 

FSBDBBIC H. COWSM. 
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beat and brown. Gold-haired is she; Bright is the lit - tie 
beat and brown, Old now is she; Changed is the little 



1. She stands on the pier, sea 

2. She sits on the pier, sea 
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fishing town, Bright, bright is the sea; The children are racing a - long the sand, 
fishing town, Unchanged is the sea ; A lit - tie bare - foot maid - en fair 
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Sing - ing in glee ; The children are racing along the sand, Singing in glee. 
Stands at her knee ; A lit - tie bare • foot maiden fair Stands at her knee. 
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Whom are yoa looking for. Waving yotir hand, young Maiie? young Marie? While the 
What are you thinking of. Stroking her hair, old Marie? old Marie? While the 
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sunbeams play on the waters gay And the boats are coming across the bay, And the boats are 
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com - ing across the bay? "There's 



not a lover in all the town So brave as 
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he, And he's gone to buy the wedding gown, O - ver the sea; To-morrow mora when the 
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bells ring clear, To-morrow mom when the bells ring clear, Wedded we'll be, wedded we'll 
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Are yon not dreaming, thereon the pier, old Ma-iie? 
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old Marie ? While the sunbeams play on the waters gay And the boats are coming across the 
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bay. And the boats are com - ing across the bay ? Old Marie, Ma - rie, 
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Old Marie, Ma-rie, are you not dream • ing, dream- ing, dream - ing? 
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Our lives would be better, our thoughts nobler, our 
hearts larger, our faith more real, our words more 
charitable, if we would, once for all, learn the lesson 
of the Law and the Prophets, which is not to glide 
along the razor's edge of scholastic dog^mas, nor to 
wear formulas thread^e by conventional iteration, but 
to love God, and to do good to our neighbor. Which 
is best, to difiiise the grandeur and sacredness of faith 
over the whole of daily life, or to regard all but a 



fraction of life as irredeemably secular ? Which is best, 
to specialize Sundays with servile rigorism, or to difiuse 
the spirit of Sunday over days which we too often 
devote to meanness and Mammon? Which is best, 
to surround places, gestures, garments with a me- 
chanical sanctity, or by holy lives to make the floor 
of a cottage as sacred as the rocks of Sinai, and 
the commonest events hallowed as the rounds of the 
ladder on which the angels trod? — Canon Farrar. 



MY LIFE IS LIKE. 

Moderate. 



R. Schumann. 
Richard Hbnry Wxldb. 




1. My life is Uke the sum - mer rose That o - pens to the morning sky, 

2. My life is like the au - tumn leaf That trcm • bles in the moon's pale ray ; Its 

3. My life is like the p rints w hich feet Have left on Tarn - pa's desert strand; Soon 




ere the shades of eve - ning close Is scat - tered on the ground 

hold is frail, its date is brief. Rest -less — and soon to pass a- way I 

as the ris • ing tide shall beat. All trace will van - ish from the sand; 
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Yet 
Yet, 
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on the rose's hum - ble bed 

ere that leaf shall fall and fade 

as if griev - ing to ef • face 
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The sweet • est dews of night are shed. As 
The pa - rent tree will mourn its shade, The 
AU ves - tige of the hu - man race, On 
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if she wept the waste to see 

winds be - wail the leaf - less tree 
that lone shore loud moans the sea 



But none shall weep a tear for me, "As 
But none shall breathe a sigh for me, The 
But none, a • las I shall mourn for me, On 
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if she wept the waste to see- 
winds be - wail the leaf - less tree - 
that lone shore loud moans the sea- 
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But none shall weep a tear for me! 
But none shall breathe a sigh for me! 
But none, a - las ! shall mourn for me ! 
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THE GONDOLIER 

Audante quasi allegretto. 



Albxandbr Lbb. 



Audante quan cuiegretto, ^| ^ ^^ ^ 



1. How gaily rows the gon-dolier, the gon-dolier, the gon - do - lier, When love and hope his 

2. The goD - dolier, how light he rows, how light he rows, how light he rows, When not a star its 

3. The gon - dolier rows light and gay, light and gay, light and gay, Tho' rivals fain would 
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light bark steer, his light bark steer, 
ra - diance throws, its ra - diance throws, 
bar his way, would bar his way. 
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Cheerly the Southern breeze he braves, 
*Tis time his swift bark on to urge. 
If now from her so loved he part, so 
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cheer - ly braves. And bold - ly stems the swelling waves, stems the swell - ing waves. Vi 



cheer - ly braves. And bold - ly stems the swelling waves, stems the swell - ing waves. How 
on to urge, A • cross the gen - tly flow - ing surge, the flow • ing surge. How 

loved he part, Be - neath her por - trait throbs his heart, throbs his heart. How 
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gai - ly rows the gon - do-lier, the gon- do-lier, the gon - do - Her, When love and hope his 
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light bark steer, his light bark steer! How gai • ly rows 
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do - lier ! How gai - ly rows 



gon 



do • fier! 
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THE BOATSWAIN'S STORY. 

Allegro moderato, ^ |^ , 



. L. MOLLOT. 

r.^. Wbathbklt. 




1. **Tis a hundred years," said the Boa- s'n bold, *« Since I WSTs T boy at sea; Tis a 

2. "We sailed and sailed, and one fair moon A great whale we es-pied; So we 
4. " And there the North Pole we did see. And we anchored the whale astarn, But he 




hun - dred years, so I've been told, And that's the truth/' said he. 

took a rope and a long harpoon, And stuck him in the star - board side. Then a - 

gave us a whack that sent us back, Or I mightn't have been spinning this yam. So, 



I ff.fi'i \?S^ n-nr ft 



p^ 




sailed one day from Mil -ford bay, The North Pole for to see, And we 
way and away went the great big whale, And away and away went we; Tied 

mess - mates all," said the Boa - s'n bold, '* If the North Pole you would see, You've only 
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found it too without much a - do, And that's the truth," said he. '<And we 

fast to his tail to the North we did sail^ And that's the truth," said he. "Tied 

got to sail at the tail of^ whale. And that's the truth," said he. " You've only 
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; the truth," said he. 



found it too without much a - do, And that's the truth," said he. 
fast to his tail to the North we did sail, And that's the truth," said he. 
got to sail at the tail of a whale, And that's the truth," said he. 



3. " When we came to the 
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great North star, An iceberg we did see. Said the captain, < Now we have come thus far, I am 
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not going back,' said he. So we tickled the tail of the great big whale, With a ten-penny nail did 
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we, And we sailed right thro' that iceberg blue, And that's the truth," said he. 
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THE YOUNG INDIAN MAID. 

Gmi esprtssume. 



Thomas Moore. 



fni \ iii \ iii \ iui^^ \ ii^ii 



1. There came a nymph ^lanc - ing Grace - fully, grace - fully, Her eye, with light glanc - ing, 

2. Her zone of bells ring - ing Cheer - i • ly, cheer - i • ly, Chimed to her singing Light 

S^S m X M. m M 1 0*'%'% m tm M \ ^ 
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like the blue sea; And while all this glad-ness A • round her steps 
ecli - oes of glee; But in vain did she bor - row Of mirth the gay 




hung. Such sweet notes of sad - ness Her gen - tie lips sung, ITiat ne'er, while I 

tone, — Her voice spoke of sor - row, And sorrow a - lone; Nor e'er, while I 




live, from my mem'ry shall fade The song or the look of that young Indian maid. 
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JUST TOUCH THE HARP GENTLY. 



S. N. MiTCRBU.. 
CHAiU.BS BlAMPHIH. 



1^ Ik Ik CHAiU.BS BLAMPHIH. 

riijij.jnjy^,i-f^ -r i -rj'j;..f s 



1. Just touch the harp gen • tly, my pret-ty Lou-ise, And sing me the songs that I 

2. Just touch the harp gen - tiy, my pret-ty Lou-ise, And sing the old songs that I 

[prit'-te.] 
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love; They will call back the days when to - geth-er we sat On the 

love; They'll re - call the bright days when we played in the wood And 
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porch 'neath the nest of the dove. There was one that you sang, my pret • ty Lou-ise, It brings, 
watched the birds flitting a - bove. There was one that you sang, my pret - ty Lou-ise, The 
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fond rec - ol - lee - tions to me, You re - mem - ber the mock - ing bttd 

words J re - mem - ber them well, I loved it, for ten - der • ness 

-^* ^ ^ ^. Iff: 
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mim - icked it once. As it perched on the syc - a • more tree. Just 

breathed in each veise As the gloam - ing threw round us its spell. Just 
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touch the harp gently, my pret-ty Lou-ise, Just touch the harp gen- tly, Lou - ise. Oh! 
touch the harp gently, my pret-ty Lou-ise, Just touch the harp gen -tly, Lou-ise. Oh! 
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touch the haip gen-tly, my pret - ty Lou-ise, .And sing the old songs that I love; They will 
touch the harp gen-tly, my pret -ty Lou-ise,' And sing the old songs that I love; They'll re- 
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call back the days when to - gether we sat On the porch 'neath the nest of the dove, 
call the bright days when we played in the wood, And watched the birds flit - ting a - bove. 




THE POWER OF LOVE. 



M. W. Balfb. 
Fh>ni " Samtanblla.' 
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1 , There's a pow'r whose sway, Angel souls a - dore. And the last o - bey, Weeping ev-er - more, 

2. Have you seen the tear Trembling from the eye ? Mark'd the flush of fear. Caught the muimur'd sigh ? If 




Doubtful mortals prize, Smiles from it a - bove. Bliss that never dies, Such thy pow'r, oh ! love ! 
ten -der faith is o'er, Still its truth to prove Heart doth stoop or soar With thy passion, love! 



_ fHttituto. 
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Source of joy and woe, Foiler of stern hate ; Lord of high and low, Woman, woman calls thee fate ! 
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Fierceness owns thy spell,Vulture thou, and dove, Language cannot tell Half thy pow'r, oh ! love ! love ! 
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The question with all parents and guardians should 
be, " What shall we do to make the homes of our 
children bright and enjoyable? What means shall 
we employ to create good impressions and tastes that 
shall prove lastmg as life ?" An education of the in- 
tellect alone will not do this; it must reach into the 
depths of their being, take hold upon the conscience 
and the life, and, appealing to their sympathies, lead 
them to an appreciation of those beauties of sound and 
substance which a munificent Creator has plentifully 
distributed around us. Every-day science and the 



usual curriculum of schools must continue to be the 
basis of education, but a youth mentally fed and bred 
upon these materials alone may develop into a hard- 
headed, unsympathetic business man, dead to the 
promptings of generosity or duty, devoid of discern- 
ment in matters of art, and often oblivious to the re. 
finements of life. To pore over day-book and ledger 
becomes his enjoyment; beyond that he finds little 
pleasure in life except sleeping and eating, or horse- 
play, that too frequently degenerates into dissipation. 
But where in the education the stamlnal diet of arith- 



RULE, BRITANNIA. 



Thomas Aunt. 
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at Heaven's com - mand, A - rose 

so blest as thee, Shall in 

the ru - ral reign. Thy cit 



1. When Britain first 

2. The na-tions not 

3. To thee be - longs 



from out the 
their turn to 
ies shall with 




a - 

com 



n, A - rose from on 



zure main, A - rose irom out the a - zure main, the a - zure main, 
rants bend. Shall in their turn to ty - rants bend, to ty - rants bend, 
merce shine, Thy cit - ies shall with commerce shine, with com - merce shine, 




This was the charter, the charter of the land, And guardian an gels sung this strain : 

Whilst thou shalt flourish, shalt flourish great and free, And to the weak pro - tec - tion lend. 
And lands far over, far o'er the spreading main. Shall stretch a h and to grasp with thine. 
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Bri - tannia, Bri - tannia rules the waves ! Britons nev • er shall be slaves. 



metic, history, grammar, etc., has been judiciously 
varied by the enjoyment of a practical study of the 
natural sciences and of the arts, with the perceptive 
faculties fully awakened, the youthful nature has been 
equally taught on all sides. Such an one may enter 
into the business, and enjoyments of life, and pursue 
with zest the delights of music, etc., which he has been 
taught to value as a means of relaxation and pleasure. 
If you wish to touch the feelings of others by means 
of music, your heart must first have been touched by 



its gentle power. If you wish to express consolation 
or sympathy, you must have suffered. If you would 
start a tear, you yourself must have wept. If you wish 
by your music to raise others to Heaven, you yourself 
must have been there by faith. Herein lies the secret 
and great power of many musicians and composers. 
With words you may deceive, with their aid you may 
cover the barrenness of your heart ; but on entering 
the domain of music you cannot betray or deceive. 
You cannot give what you do not have. — Karl Men. 
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O ROBIN, RED ROBIN 

AiUgrHto. 



Saml. G. Ring. 
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m 



1. I heard a red Rob - in a - sing • ing his song; He sang of his love all the 

2. He sang till he charmed there a lit - tie red - breast, Then both flew a - way and they 

3. All now is de • sert • ed where once Rob -in sang, The flowers are all fad ^.ed where 
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sun - ny day long, He sang in the fields and he sang 'mid the flowers, He sang thro' the days and he 
built them a nest; They lived happy there for full ma - ny a- day And then with young robins they 
once his notes rang. Cold winds of December now rudely blow there, The nest is all emp - ty, the 




sang thro* the hours, O Rob - in, red Rob - in, how sweet was thy song! 

flew a - way, O Rob - in, red Rob - in, how sweet was thy song! 

is all bare, O Rob - in, red Rob - in, how sweet was thy song! 



both 
tree 




THE MERRY MAY 



^^^^^^^m 



Swiss Air. 
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1. The sweet birds are wing - ing From ar - bor to spray, From ar - bor to 

2. The cat - tie are low - ing. Come up from your hay, Come up from your 
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mg-time and May, Mer-ry 



spray, And cheer -i - ly sing -ing Of spnng-time and May, Mer-ry May, mer-ry May; 
hay, Lads, let us be go -ing; The morning is May, Mer-ry May, mer-ry May; 




Sing, shepherds, sing widi me, Cheerily, cheeri 



shepherds, sing with me, Merry, merry May. 
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Ther£ is also an exactness in the laws of harmony 
that makes obedience to them especiaUy fine, and so 
€t to be a type of it. While, as in every art, it can 
only approximate an ideal — ^never reaching, perhaps, 
actual harmony, — ^it is more rigidly under law and 
comes nearer its ideal than any other. It is able 
more thoroughly to overcome the grossness of matter 
and to use it for its ends than is statuary or painting 
— ^nature is more pliant to it. There is a latitudinar- 
ianism in other arts that admits of defense, but there 
is none in music. The sculptor may trench on the 



laws of form for the sake of deepening expres- 
sion, but the musician seeks higher effects by an 
increasing adherence to the laws of his art. If he 
admits a discord it is not as a variation fix>m harmony, 
but as a denial of it, and is used to shock the hearer 
into a deeper sense of the investing concord. Nor is 
any other art so fine in the distinctions it makes. 
Nothing can be more exact and more minute than 
the laws of light by which form is revealed, but the 
eye is not so keen to mark slight departures from the 
law of form as is the ear in noting variations in its 



'TWAS IN THE SUNNY RHINELAND. 
P 



Hbkky Smakt. 



I. 'Twas in the sun- ny Rhine • land, When eolden day was end -iner. And ripe crapes in the 



I. 'Twas in the sun- ny Rhine • land, When golden day was end -ing, And ripe grapes in the 
d. I saw her standing all a-lone,The <£ap-el bells were ring -ing, And mingled with their 
3. Up - on her im- age in the stream, Reflect-ed midst the rush -es. She ga-zes in a 
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vine - land, Wereinrud - dy clusters bending; The ruined tow-er on the height Wasglowinginthe 
sol - emn tone I heard her gen- tie sing-ing; The riv • er ran be - side her feet. And oh ! her voice so 
pleasant,dream. And smiles, and sighs, and blushes ; She takes the arrow from her hair. And down upon her 
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crim- son light The east -em sun was lend - - ing; 
low and sweet. To Heav'n was up- ward ring - - ing; 
shoulders fair. The gold -en show-er gu£ - - es; 



I saw her then, I- 
I saw her thus at 
I watch'dher as I 




her yet, 
dose of day, 
stood a - part. 



was the first time that we met. In the sun-ny 
I gazed and gazed my heart a - way, In the sun - ny 
That sil • ver arrow pierced my heart. In the sun - ny 



Rhine - land. 
Rhine • land. 
Rhine - land. 




realm. A highly-trained musician can detect a vari- 
ation from the pitch of 1 th of a semitone, but the 
best mechanical eye could not detect a correspond- 
ingly fine variation of a line from the perpendicular, 
nor could the nicest sense of color perceive a like 
variation of shade. There is also this peculiar and 
suggestive difference between the eye and the ear and 
their action: the eye never transcends the laws of 
light and form; it always acts within the limits of 
nuUhematical laws, and is transcended by them, but 
the musical ear recognizes laws for which no scien- 



tific basis is yet found. In the tuning of any stringed 
instrument certain requiretnents of the ear are heeded 
for which no reasons can be given ; the problem is 
too subtle even for such an one as Helmboltz — sug- 
gesting that music is that form of art in which man 
expresses his transcendence of nature. As man him- 
self reaches beyond the realm of nature and its laws, 
and goes over into another, even a spiritual world, 
so music is the art that lends itself to this feature of 
his nature, going along with it and opening the doors 
as it mounts into the heavens. — Rev, T, T, Munger. 
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THE SLEIGH RIDE. 

Lively. 



J. C. JOHMSOM. 



| i | a tJ ? ^Jl fj l jj'. l jjVl.f8i'.fgMgJ;\lJB7g 



1. Swiftly, swiftly o'er the snow, Merrily, merrily, cheerily, cheerily, Do we merry rid - ers go, 

2. Sweetly,sweetlyriiigthe bells, Merrily, merrily, cheerily, cheerily. Sweetly, sweetly music swells. 



La la la la la la la, la la la, ui la la, la hi la la la la la, 






m R msL mm ^m 

Singing all so merrily. How bright and cold ! what frostv air ! Well we are warm and do not carCyWith 
Sing we all so merrily. How pleasant thus, with cheerful friends, To taste the joy that winter sends, O 




la la la la la la la. Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, O 

D. c. 




miith and song, we bound along, We laugh and sing so merrily, merrily. Laugh and sing so memiy. 
winter days, we sing and praise ! We laugh and sing so merrily, merrily. Laugh and sing so merrily. 




LITTLE CHILDREN, CAN YOU TELL? 



f\j . r j j i j jj - iT jTJ i j u^ u m 



1. Cit - tie children, can you tell? Do you know the sto - ry well? Ev-ery girl and 

2. Yes, we know the sto - ry well ; Lis - ten now, and hear us tell, Ev - ery girl and 

3. Shepherds sat upon the ground, Fleecy flocks were scattered round. When a brightness 
4. « Joy and peace," the angels sang, Far the pleasant echoes rang ^ *< Peace on eiuth ! to 



h "»iiFrFFiFFF f tfinK^ 



"/'j JJHJ JJ J1 , h^H^J^^ ^ 



every boy, Why the an - gels sing 
every boy, Why the an - gels sing 
filled the sky, And a song was heard 
men good-will!" Hark! the angels sing it still 



for joy 
for joy 
high 
stm 



On the Christmas morn • 

On the Christmas mom • 

On the Christmas mom - 

On the Christmas mom - 



tm r F f-#^^^f^r ^ iF F 1^ ^ 



ing? 
ing. 
ing. 
ing. 



^ 



For a little babe that day 
Cradled in a manger lay; 
Bom on earth our Lord to be; 
This the wondering angels see 
On the Christmas morning. 



Toy our little hearts .shall fill. 
Peace and love, and all good- will ; 
This fan: babe of Bethlehem 
Children loves, and blesses them 
On the Christmas morning. 
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The great fault with pianists is that they do not 
learn to phrase properly. All pianists should learn 
to sing and play the violin; then their ears would hear 
mor6 critically the sounds they produce, and thereby 
teach them how to phrase. But the average pianist 
pla3rs by sight only, and has no ears. He sees the keys 
and tries to execute correctly, but the sound he pro- 
duces, the effect of his work, is not apparent to him. 
My advice to young pianists — old ones won't take ad- 
vice — is to cultivate their ears and strive to obtain beauty 
and expression in what we term phrasing. It is the red 
beginmng to greatness as a performer. — Von Bulow, 



Is it not a thing to be deeply lamented that the 
sensitive ears with which almost every one has been 
gifted by God are so little educated? As for training 
Uiem to that exquisite sense of melody and harmony 
of which they are susceptible, how few do it! Let 
every one so train and develop the faculty of heariog, 
that he may listen with full delight and appreciation to 
the song of birds and the roar of the sea, the wailing of 
the winds and the roll of the thunder; Uiat he may be 
able to cheer his soul and calm his heart by hearing with 
gladness the music of his fellow-men, and in turn re- 
joice their hearts by making music for them. — IVilsm, 



NORAH M^SHANE. 



m ij \ i\ J' jffHhf J ; JS; i^f i J' JJ J E g 1 



Bally. 



Eliza Cook. 

CUARLBS E. HORM. 



1. Fve left Bally -momach a long way behind me, To bet- ter my fortune Fvc 

2. I sigh for the turf-pile so cheerful - ly burning, When bare - foot I trudged it 6rQm 

3. Oh! there's something so dear in the cot I was bgrn in, Tho' the walls are but mud and the 



bom 1 

JL 



Hm il^fS^'i^ ^^ iMmu 



M—0. 



EZE 



P=PC 



Wl 



iil iJ\l^F Tf i \ iii'Ji;i\ 



? 



crossed the wide sea; But I'm sad - ly a • lone, not a creature to mind me. And 
toil - ing a - far, When I tossed in the light the thirteen I*d been earning, And 
roof is but thatch ; How fa - mil - iar the grunt of the pigs in the mornin' ! What 



m 



^ 



^ 



fce 



f 



m m 



r=p 



moral] 



H^ FS^ i gJ^ 7f' I 



^ 



p ;U.^m,Xi Jl/^/JVijKV'J," ^ 



faith I'm as wretched as wretched can be. I think of the buttermilk fresh as the daisy, The 

whistled the anthem of " Erin go bragh." In truth, I ^lieve that I'm half broken-hearted, To my 

mu - sic in lifting the rusty old latch! 'Tis true I'd no money, but then I'd no sorrow; My 



igji ' ?, r ^ 



^ 



^ 



m?. m^^^^i; ^^ 



if'^-r^-^-^v^n tmti^ \ H^^^:j 



^ 



beau -ti-ful hills and the emerald plains, And oh, don't I oftentimes think myself crazy, A- 
country and love I must get back again; For I've never been happy at all since I parted From 
pockets were light, but my hearthad no pain ; And if I but live till the sun shines to-morrow, I'll be 



^^ 



^m 



i«=ta: 



P^ 



FTTflFK^ 



w=^ 



Pl''mH \ Hii'i\UiiHl 



ss 



*? 



1^ "" • * W-— ' • ' " " -W 

bout that young black-eyed T(^e,NorahMcShane, About that youne black-eyed rogue, NoiahMcSiane? 
sweet B^ly- momach and Norah McShane, From sweet Ballymomach and No -rah McShane. 
off to auld Ireland and Norah McShane, I'll be off to auld Ireland and No • rah McShane. 



B^F 



Sg 



rffff cV rr- f^Tiiif^ 



re 



n?-ty 
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THE BRAES O' GLENIFFER. 



Robert Tannahill. 



f (ly iil ^J\t^7^'- /jV^ UWr^j^ 



1. Keen blaws the wind o'er the braes o' Gleniffer, The auld castle tur - rets are covered wi' snaw ; Hovr 

2. Then ilk thing around us was blithesome and cheerie.Then ilk thing around us was bounie and braw ; Now 

3. Yon cauld sleetly cloud skiffs alang the bleak mountain, And shakes the dark firs on the steep rocky brae» 

[Wliile 



tMirTFFfFif:c ^Fff i rfr rfT i c:[,g 



#=it 



changed frae the time when I met wi' my lover Amang the broom bushes by Stanley green shaw ! The 



changed frae the time when I met wi' my lover Amang the broom bushes by Stanley green shaw ! llie 
naething is heard but the wind whistlin' drearie, And naething is seen but the wide-spreading snaw. The 
down the deep glen bawls the snaw-flooded fountain, That murmured sae sweet to my laddie and me. It's 



K F-FFF'i Fig:gf^ffifffFHf g ^m . 



wild flow'rs o' simmer were spread a' sae bounie. The mavis sane sweet frae the ereenbirken tree: But 



wild flow'rs o' simmer were spread a' sae bounie, The mavis sang sweet frae the green birken tree; But 
trees are a' bare, and the birds mute and dowie ;They shake the cauld drift frae their wings as they flee ; And 
no its loud roar, on the wintry wind swellin', It's no the cauld blast brings the tear i' my e'e ; For 



Krrffff i ^fFFW'^K^k'feiEhb 
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far to the camp they hae marched my dear Johnie, And now it is winter wi' nature and me. 
chirp out their plaints, seeming wae for my Johnie ; 'Tis winter wi' them, and 'tis winter wi' me. 
oh! gin I saw but my bounie Scot's callan, The dark days o' winter were simmer to me! 



ih fT^FTf i c:t ifm fr^tnr-]ii 



SPRING RETURNING. 



1 Round. 



Spring is returning, she breathes on the plain. Meadows are blooming in beau - ty a -gain; 
2 



^^ 



^H "irTP i *' g ii * ^^ ^ 



Fair is the flower, green is the grove, Soft is the shower that falls from above. 



i'j^ c i uj . 



*p; 



r^ bjJ' 



+Ht- 



d=tc 



j l * ^ 



Spring is re - turn 



>ng. 



Spring is re - turn - ing, Spring is re - turn 
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There is no subject taught to which the principles 
of objective teaching can be more easily or more success- 
fully applied than Siat of music. The actual objects 
of thought are always at hand. Sounds must be as 
clearly presented and named to the mind as colors. 
Music stands sadly in need of teaching-power. In 
our schools music should be taught in its simplicity 
as an art, and not in its complexity as a science. It 
can be so simplified and symmetrically arranged that 
the teaching ability of the regular teacher, who knows 
little of it as a science, can be employed. Skillful 
supervision will always be in demand ; but while music 
is regarded as a special study, to be taught only by spe- 



cial teachers, the best results will not be obtained. In 
training children to think sounds in pitch, we must work 
with the real sounds continually. If we would train 
children to sing in time, we must first teach them to 
think and feel the rhythm accurately. The real ob- 
jects of thought in rhythm are pulsations or accents that 
must be felt and cannot be conveyed to the mind thro' 
the eye. Pulsations and the different combinations of 
lengths of sounds must be indicated to the mind thro* 
the senses of hearing and feeling, and there is no other 
way. The quality of musical food given to children to 
develop a true musical taste is important. They should 
become fiuniUar with all harmonies by singing them. 



COUSIN JEDEDIAH, 



H. S. Thomvson. 



tf'a l £:N^.Ljjj1;jVj J J.rlw;JJ■;J1 



1 . Oh ! Ja - cob, get the cows home and put them in the pen, For the cousins are a - com • ing to 

2. Now, 0-bed wash your face, boy, and tallow up your shoes, While I go to see Aunt Bet - ty, and 

3. And, Job, you peel the onions, and wash and fix the 'taters, We'll have them on the table in those 

4. Tell Josh to put the colt in the double-seated chaise. Let him just card down the cattle, give 



l^''4 i g5£gr5E'bKgrK'^^FFFr 



#-JL 



i^-t^ 



see OS all a - eain. The dowdy's in the pan, and the tur-key's on the fire. And we 



see OS all a - gain, The dowdy's in the pan, and the tur-key's on the fire. And we 

t^ her all the news, And, Kit -ty, slick your hair, and put on your Sunday gown, For 

sfaiB-7 painted waiters. Put on your bran new boots, and those trousers with the straps, Aunt So - 

them a lit- tie hay, I'll wear my nice new bell-crown I bought of old U - ri - ah. And I 



BE 



\V^V^'^%i\l}\,iillillll\ 



}i-in i \ I UJ\i^^^ 



all must get read - y for Cons • in Jed - e - di - ah. 

Cousin Jed - e - dl - idi comes right from Boston town, 

phia'll take a shine to you, if you look real slick, per - haps, 
guess we'll as - ton - ish our Cous - in Jed - e - di - ah. .^^ 



^ 



guess wc II a» - Lun - u»n uur v^uus - in jcu - c - ui - an. .^^ ^ 
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^ 



ff 



e3?= 



j^d-j- 



Cous-in Jed - e-di-ah, There's 
^^•^ h h K 



^ 



m. 



:iE^ 



And Azariah, And Aunt Sophia. 



^mJW^- 



*=air 



All coming here to tea. Oh ! won't we have a 



^f^=^ 



r^W 



Hez-e-kiah, 



And Jed-e-di - ah, 



IVii^^r-mil 



$uu\U'liin m -^i llij \i^^'i 



jol - ly time, Oh ! won't we have a jol-ly time ! Je - ru - sha, put the ket - tie on, We'll all take tea. 



h tm \ V iiltnf.iif'ii}u^il \ 



By permission Oliver Ditson Company. 
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Catch. 



a-'iar i f f cdir'n-g i ^'^i;^] 



•m m m m 



U U U U 



\tt Voice. A 



lit • tie farm well tilled, A 



lit • tie cot well filled. And a lit - tie wife well 



|yii c i-'Jjj%.^i i jj.M^. J. :^ ^ 



vl Voice. A lar-ger farm well tilled, A lar-ger house well filled, But a tall-er wife well 



^s^ 



r I* r 



Jjisgcg i r 



I 



£att 



\^ y i^ ^ 



^^=w 



3d Voice. \ like the farm well tilled, And I like the house well filled. But no wife at 

Fine. 




all give me, give me. 



fcl 



No wife at aU. 

D.C, 



m 



^tr— g rAr r i r n 



t=^ 



t3- 



A short 



wife, A short 



wife give me, give me. 



y r ^ iiJ J J|J J J1J J ^m 



Ull wife, A Ull 



wife, A tall 



wife give me, give me. 



No wife at all, No wife at all No wife at all for me. 



AM I NOT FONDLY THINE OWN? 

AndatUe. 



Gkmcan. 



WMii i i\fj M]AH^ i : ^ ^iHiA^ 



1. Thou, thou reign'st in this bos - om. Here, here hast thou thy throne ; Thou, thou know'st that I 

2. Then, then, e'en as I love thee, Say, say, wilt thou love me? Thoughts, thoughts, tender and 

3. Speak, speak. love, I im -plore thee; Say, say, hope shall be mine; Thou, thou, know'st that I 



m\}M^W- i^\fif* \ i -^ f f ip# fe^ 



Wiii [ i^ii\ii mr \ r\H iii\iii\ 



love thee. Am I not fondly thine own? Yes, yes, yes, yes, Am I not fondly thine own ? 
true, love. Say wilt thou cherish for me ? Yes, yes, yes, yes. Say wilt thou cherish for me ? 
love tliee, Say but that thou wilt be mine; Yes, yes, yes, yes. Say but that thou wilt be mine. 



k'f f i fff i F£f i rfnWfF-i;4;tg 
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I WOULD I WERE A BOY AGAIN. 



F. ROMBX. 

Mark Lbmon. 



liotJJ|J. JjJlJ. sJ^^lJ. JhJlJ 



I. Oh, would I were 



a boy a -gain, When life seem'd formed of sun-ny years, And all the 

ry visions were, Or murmur 



2. 'Tis vain to mourn that years have shown. How false these fai 

ft Witk/eeling. 



Oh, would I were a boy again. When life seem'd form'ool 




Oh, would I were a boy again. When life seem'd form' d'of sunny years, And 

*Tis vain to mourn that years have shown, How false these fai - ry visions were, Or 



P 



iM 



^^ 



^ 
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heart 
that 



then knew of pain, Was wept a - way 

mine eyes have known The burden of 



m transient tears, 
a fleeting tear, 



Was wept a 
The buiden 



g?=F 



g e i Mg^g g - g - I "^ff4-fi^^ 



£2_jKai 



i 



all the heart then knew of pain. Was 
murmur that mine eyes have known The 



wept a -way m 
bur-den of a 



transient tears, Was 
fleet-ing tear. The 



^ 



^j'lJ. Jjj 



^ 



way in transient tears ; When eve - ry tale hope whispered then, My ran - cy 

of a fleeting tear; But still the heart will fondly cling. To hopes m 



in transient tears; 
a fleeting tear; 



hope whispered then, 
will fondly cling. 



To hopes no 



'&}M^lA\^l\^* b^gp^f^lgglf^g 



wept away 
bur -den of 



transient tears; 
fleet -ing tear; 



When eve - ry 
But still the 



tale hope whispered 
heart will fond - ly 



f^^m^^ii't,X'^t ,, \v^ 



deem'd wason-ly truth. Oh, would that I could know a - gain, The hap -py 

long - er prized as truth, Andmem'ry still delights to bring, The hap -py 

• • • 1^^ _^»_^fc. 




then. My fan - cy deem'd was on - ly 
cling. To hopes no long -er prized as 



truth, Oh, would that 
truth. And mem - 'ry 



¥ V^ ^ 

I could know a 
still delights to 



i 



m 
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VI 

vi 



sions 
sions 



of my youth. Oh, would I were 
of my youth. Oh, would I were 



a boy a - gain, When life seem'd 
a boy a - gain. When life seem'd 



^ 



ain, The vi - sions of my youth. Oh, would I were a boy a -gain, Wh< 

rinp. The vi- sions of my youth. Oh, would I were a boy a- gain, Wh< 



SZ 



Oh, would I were 
Oh, would I were 



boy a -gain. When 
boy a- gain. When 
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form'd of sun-ny years, When life seem'dform'd of sun 

form'd of sun-ny years, When life seem'dform'd of sun 



'^dtm 



ny years, 
ny years. 



m 



lite seem'dform'd of sun-ny years, When life seem'dform'd of sun - - ny 



fe 



life seem'dform'd of sun-ny years. When life seem'dform'd of sun 

life seem'dform'd of sun-ny years, When life seem'dform'd of sun 



SAVOURNEEN DHEELISH 



fv« 



ny years, 
ny years. 



Grorgb Colman. 




Afftiuoto. I I 

1. Oh, the moments were sad when my love and I part - ed, Sa - vour-neen dhee -lish 

2. I fought for my coun - try, far, far from my true love, Sa - vour-neen dhee - lish 

m 



Sa- vour-neen dhee -lish 




£1 - leen o-gue;* I kissed off the tear, and was nigh brok- en -heart - ed, Sa- 

El - leen o-gue; My pay and my boot - y, I hoarded for you, love, Sa- 



^E 



^ 



M 0. 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



F 



f^ 
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vour - neen dhee - lish 
vour - neen dhee - lish 



MH>-» 



m 



EI - leen o - gue; Wan was her cheek which 
El - leen o - gue ; Peace was pro - claimed — > I es 



ru'i g ' M ' [ifci'^ 



1 J * 



pUip^i \ ^{i(^iim^ 



nand, s 



lay on my shoulder; Damp was her hand, and no mar-ble was cold - er, I 
caped from the slaughter, Land - ed at home, my sweet girl I sought her. But 



^ U 1 U U h f 
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tho't in my soul I ne'er more should behold her, Sa - vour - neen dhee - lish El - leen o - gue. 
sor - row, a - las ! to her low grave had bronght her, Sa - vour - neen dhee - lish El • leen o - gue. 



1 rnrrr[LrL[ii'J7iinrLuiii 



* My darling, dear young Ellen. 



158 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



It is a striking fact that music, the one art which 
belongs peculiarly to the people, is not understood by 
the people. AH are not tx>m to be painters or sculp- 
tors, but all are bom to sing. No part of the human 
oi^nism is more wonderful than the tiny instrument 
in the throat by which tones are produced. Within 
the space of a few cubic inches, by a simple combina- 
tion of sundry cartilages and muscles, the ability is 
given to produce all Sie musical effects of all other 
instruments, with the divine gift of speech added to 
the rest. Sharps and fiats are not found in this mirac- 
ulous piece of mechanism, for all tones are produced 
by it naturally — ^the chromatic tones equally with the 
others. Yet to the masses of the people music does 
uot seem a simple art, but a mysterious and difficult 
one. Why is this? It is because the method of writing 
and printing music ( known as the staff notation ) does 



not represent the simplest but the most complicated 
side of the art. Music, having a natural side in which 
the scale is produced by the voice as one simple series 
of tones, with no necessity for the sharps and flats 
which instruments require, should be represented by a 
notation of its own, free from the technicalities that 
have made the study seem so difficult to the ordins^ 
mind. The vast Increase of musical instruments dur- 
ing the past thirty years has had one unfortunate result. 
It has changed the direction of musical culture from 
the masses to the individual. The social 'power of mu- 
sic is therefore gradually passing away. * This power 
is not felt in the church and the home to anything like 
the extent that was developed by the old-fashioned 
singing-school. In the earlier time singers were trained 
wiUiout instruments, in social classes, and sight-sing- 
ing was an ordinary accomplishment. Now a piano 



run irLiNuriniNj:i.KDo rur\iviji,ij. pabiwxo. 

I. For tenderness formed, in life's early day, A parent's soft sorrows to mine led the 



1. For tenderness formed, in life's early day, A parent's soft sorrows to mine led the 

2. The nightingale plundered, the mate-widow'd dove. The warbled complaint of the suf • fer • ing 

3. Soft embexs of pas - sion still rest in their glow, A warmth of more pain may this breast never 
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way, A parent's soft sor-rows to mine led toe way; The les-son of pi- ty was 
grove, The warbled complaint of the suf - fer- ing grove, E'en youth, as it ripened, that 
know, A warmth of more pain may this breast never know, Or if too in- did -gent the 



s 



f . feg i f 
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caught from the eye. And ere woras were my own, 1 spoke with a sigh, 

sen • ti - ment knew. The ob • ject still chang - ing, the sym - pa - thy true, 

bless - ing I claim, Let the spark drop from rea - son that wak • ens the flame. 



w^ 
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or orgam is found in nearly evexy household, the fingers 
are trained rather than the musical perceptions and 
faculties, and sight-singing is almost a lost art. The 
new notation, the vocal method, — known as the Tonic 
Sol-Fa system, — carries along with it a means of culture 
which elevates the masses by the thorough training of 
the individual, leading him by easy and natural steps 
through the whole art of music. It is simple and 
thorough. It brings the intelligent study of music into 
the child's life several years earlier than is practicable 
by the staff method. It leads to the study of more 
advanced or classical music by a new and delightful 
process. It prepares for an understanding and use of 
the staff, exactly as arithmetic prepares for algebra. 
It places the study of music upon the same bc^s as 
other studies, so tiiat it can be and is taught by the 



regular school teacher. It affords a rational basis for 
the study of harmony, and brings that study within 
such simple laws that all can pursue it who wish to do so. 
It does not take the place of the instrumental notation, 
the staff, but the training it gives is useful for the player 
as well as for the singer, and it is especially valuable 
in giving players the ability to transpose into different 
keys, which so few now possess. It is a remarkable 
characteristic of this meUiod that it is a useful supple 
ment to all other systems. It affords a training process 
peculiar to itself, which develops the musical powers 
of the learner, and Interprets tne difficulties of other 
methods. Therefore,whatever musical system has been 
introduced into the schools of the community will be 
made more valuable to all concerned, by the addi- 
tion of the Tonic Sol-Fa notation.—?: F. Seward. 
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THE SKY-LARK. 

S^o. Soprano, 



Ettuck Sbsphbxo. 



s'^^ WintVHi^U #wW 



•'er moorland and lea ! 



1. Bird of the wil-demess. Blithesome and cumberless, Sweet be thy matin o'< 

2. Wild is thy lay and loud. Far in the downy cloud, Love gives it en - er - gy, love gave it birth t 

3. 0*er fell and fountain sheen, O'er moor and mountain green, O'er the red streamer that heralds the day ! 

4. Then,when the gloaming comes, Low in the heather blooms. Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be f 




^ La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, k. 



^' mmnt^mnrUiUw' 



la, k,la,la. 



Em-blem of hap-pi-ness. Blest is thy dwelling-place. Oh I to a - bide in the des-ertwith 

Where, on thy dew- y wing. Where art thou jour-ney-ing? Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on 

O - ver the cloudlet dim, O • ver the rain-bow's rim, Mu- si - cal cherub, soar sing-ing a - 

Em • blem of hap-pi-ness. Blest is thy dwelling place, Oh I to a - bide in the des-ertwith 




la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 






thee! Oh! to a -bide m ue desert with thee! In the des-ert with thee ! Smgmg, 

earth; Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth, Thy love is on earth. La, la, 

way; Mu-si-cal cher-ub, soar sing-ing a -way. Soar ang-ing a • way. Singing, 

thee! Oh! to a -bide in the des-ertwiththeel In the des-ert with thee ! Singing, 



I' iinumMMiWmi 



> > a a WW 

la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, w, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 



i 

"i 




w 



a^ i bbb i gt'tTO%Hfe%feh^ 



1/ U' k kKI/ 

la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, 



raU, 



a tempo. 



' m W ' tel ^ Ui T' ^^ 

la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 




la, la, la, la, la, la, 



*Iiet the La la accompaniment be very subdued* 
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THIS HAPPY DAY 

AU^retta mederata. 



y'llj./ ji; i ;j g:if|jj|j; ;ij, l j/p:.fljj ^^ 



1. This happjr dajr of joy and gladness. Bids nsdis -pel our care and sadness. To taiiy hoe 

2. 0>me where the flow'n are bnghUybk>wiiig, And see the sticains so gendy flowing. All, all m-Wte 

3. This is the day for mulh and pleasore, To seek for joy, the youth's bright ticasure.We'II find it tfans 



tP,iiiFp:f | f | P Ff l f f l fgf l f l p pflf f ^ ^ 






would sure be madness. Then, dearest one, we'llhaste away. The meadows green are gemmM with 
with beau-ty glowing. To call us hence, why here delay? Brightly the son is o'er us 
and without measure. With hearts so gay this festive day. The happy youth in joy are 



wf f g i fg i FFF i pfrp^ ifHfTff i g 




^H^^ ^Lf \ £SS^ 



flow -ers, The warbling birds in shady dow - ers, In-vite us now to spend the houis 
shin - ing, No cloud above needs silver lin - ing, Nor voices sweet with sad re-pin-ing 
meeting. With words of love each other greet • ing, With hearts so light, tho' time is fleet -ing, 



ii'i^. 7if f ff I f f fif f . i rrr i r' i f f fif]: 



f^n\ i-\ h^^i: \\ iii\ ^^} ni \ ^ ^ 



In mirth a -way, this mer-ry day. This hap -py day 
Call us a -way, this mer-ry day. This bap py day 
On this our day, our joy - ous day. This hap - py day 



of joy and glad - ness, 
of joy and glad - ness, 
of joy and glad • ness, 



m 



TTf | f'|cfl | f- ii f-gpip: irilifL^ 



/ i J l J533J??? l J35;' l j-^:*t^^^ 



^ t 



Bids us dis • pel 



our care and -sad 



ness. To tar - ry h ere 






p i i i \ ^i \ ii^&^k^H^£ \ { ^ 



s^s 



would sure be mad - ness, Then, dearest one, We'll haste a - way. Tra la 



fr'iiif ffif f ifffif'TM^ i f i f^^ fe 
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'■ ^j \ ^^'^\^y liY^JM i i \ ^ 



V •^'* r 



f 



la, Tra la la la. To tar - ry here would sure be mad - ness, 



W,f \ tnMf- I f p'gir^^ff i f f 



r S^g^ i ^^^^^^^^^^ ^ ^a^? 



K/:n N 



-s;^ 



Tra la la la, Tra la la la. Then, dearest one, we'll haste a - way. 



m 



laTafi 



^- | g,r,^,ip: tf^ 



te 



^ pqpq 



•-SW 



t ** \ ^ ' r^ 



COME, HASTE AWAY, 



fji/./,j1;VJi/jiJi*^j i ^j;jjajij'V'j 



NBAPOLrrAN. 



:* 



1 . Come, let us haste away. Fair winds are blowing, Come, bring the cheerful heart,With friendship glowing I 

2. "^y linger tlien for stars To shine more brightly ? Why linger then for winds To blow more lightly? 






g J J. JJJj|;;,JJ3Jl^JJlJiijj l ;j;j^ 



Far o'er the silver lake The moon is beaming, In calm and witching light The stars are gleaming; 
The stars and placid moon, Their beams uniting, Now call us to the lake, Our sail in - vit - ing. 




a:^jj i j;j],jij i jj^j5 i /jj i jj^fij:j 



When o'er the sparkling wave, Our bark is bounding. List strains of music sweet, Gaily resounding. 
Tho* si - lent be their tones, While time is fleet - ing. They urge us to our bark ; Come, heed the greeting. 



ti,- LFifiHnF ff i 



^^ 



l^ m ^^ 



be gipp 



y-y 



t^MmtT^iK^^ m 



a=n 



Come, then, ah, come away, Come, banish sadness ; Far o'er the laughing wave We'll sail with gladness ! 



Kimif\fn\l\\i tt \ mm^l 



VII~ii 
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That we may work in accordance with educational 
principles let us try to think how music, real music we 
mean, makes its earliest appeals to the mind of a child. 
As in sentences, which have definite meaning, so in 
music. It lays hold of his apprehension in snatches, or 
phrases, which have a definite musical thought. He 
catches and reproduces some fi-agment of music that he 
has heard; and this he does, not by analysis or by com- 
parison with any theoretic unit of measurement, but 
from his inborn musical sense. It is true that the child 
can be induced to utter musical sounds which contain 
no musical thought, just as a teacher can, by much 
making up of eyes and twirling of thumbs, enthuse the 
good-natured, confiding little folks into prattling a few 
Latin words; but this is not legitimate teaching, either 
of language or music. It is with the native, inborn 



sense, through which the child's sensibilities are moved' 
by music, that the teacher is concerned at the outset^ 
and whidi he must cherish as a plant most choice and 
tender if he would not have the children become mere- 
mechanics in their singing. A strain of music appeals- 
to the inner sense in a more complex way, perhape, than 
does a verbal sentence, arousing two distinct faculties 
at once, the rhythmic and the melodic. The rhythmic 
structure of the tune may be perfectly produced apart 
horn the melodic, though the converse, in most cases, 
is not equally true. Let us see how the time element 
is first recognized. The little boy with improvised street 
parade rouses the neighborhood with his ever-repeati:d 
"Drum,— ^rum, — drum, dnun, drum." This little 
piece of rhythm he has caught, remembered, and 
carried in his mind as a whole, a rhythmical thought. 



GUARDIAN MOTHER 
P 



Franz Abt. 






m 



Modirato con ttprttnone. ^^ "*" ( 

1. Guardian mother! parent land! Nurse of all our kindred band! Still of treasured tho'tstbe 

2. Home of all my best belov'd ! Where untouched by care I roved ; Where,* mid smiles and play, seem*d 

3. Guardian mother! £ -den blest! Ho- ly shel-ter! lap of rest! Long as aught of Ufe I 



^HP-b i BF' i :s 



^m 



ic' Br Si 




H'-i^i\f^A,^ ^ 



here I 



near -est, Ev - er honored, ev - er dear - est. Where I first (O sacred earth ! ) 
giv - en To my heart a dai • ly heav - en. How, ah ! how, me-thinks, I see 
Cher- ish. Till its last fond pulses per - ish, Joys that all to thee be -long 



P^'f-.*: . Sg 



m' f c Hf ' g b-?r F \^~VW% h ■ i^''* 



F 



P F4 \ f j^i'jrflijl^i^^H#^ 



^ 



^ 



Looked on her who gave me birth. Nurse of all our patriot band ! Guardian mother* parent land ! 
Childhood's day again with thee. Where untouched by care I roved, Home of all my best beloved ! 
Still shall be my duteous song; Nurse of all our kindred land! Guardian mother! parent land I 



^^g 



err i ['tri> ' nf 



^ 



i 



r 



y-r 



:$£=tz 



It lies in his mind as a phrase, though he does not name 
it, nor analyze it at all; never thinks of it as made up 
of eight or even of four equal periods of duration, and 
it never even occurred to him that between the first and 
second strokes there is just room for another. Such 
things are far from him, and they should be. All imcon- 
scious of theory he enjoys the rhythmic balance in the 
two halves of the phrase, the second being distinguished 
from the first by an extra stroke; if he were suddenly 
stopped in the middle, there would be to him simply a 
feeling of incompleteness. The child's primary work- 
ing idea in rhythm is phrase. No matter what our 
opinion about the beat or the measure as the " unit of 
time," we have nothing to do with either yet. All the 
eariy song exercises must stand in well-defined phrases, 



which should be presented for imitation in nothing less 
than half phrases, or " sections," as it always takes that 
(two measures or motives) to make movement apparent. 
From these beginnings, with the phrase as the working 
basis, through analysis and the later drill in measure 
and beat, the pupil may be most surely educated to 
excellence in " time, the life of music." — W, S. Tilden. 
Mr. Gladstone writes as follows: "Ever since the 
time of St. Augustine, I might perhaps say of St. Paul, 
the power of music in assisting Christian devotion has 
been upon record, and great schools of Christian musi- 
cians have attested and confirmed the union of this 
art with worship. I join you in the hope that skill and 
science may always continue to be the handmaids of 
devotion, and may never be used to overshadow it." 
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THERE IS A BONNY ISLE, 

Qtt..« . . I f^ I ■ I F^ I — N 



Irish Air. 



f ^lylj: Jj:jlj: Jj: /frji^ lj--j fe^ 



ly froi 



1. There is an isle, a bon-ny isle, Starts proud-ly irom the sea: And dear -er far than 

2. Farewell I tho* oth - er lands may meet My gaze wher - e'er I look ; I shall not find a 



gjgij^ 



gi"'^Hi''- &rrFr i p "- t i p:gp: £ 






r j ,j j:j 1 jffl:J I J"- V l H:l:J i nJ:J] 



all the world Is that sweet isle to me. 
spot so sweet As my own dear cot - tage nook. 



It is not that its meads are green. It 
It is not that a - lone it stand Where 



^E^ 



J^ 



F' FF'f i Pr r-w ** wmrf x. i 



!CStt 



IS not that its hills are fair. But because it is mv native land. And mv home, mv home is the 



IS not that its hills are fair, But because it is my native land. And my home, my home is there, 
all a - round is fresh and fair. But because it is my native land, And my home, my home is there. 



JL 



m'TBf: c | fr'fff-fl i rffpxiF.:g'°c'^fF 



^ 



iff^eJfc 



^E 



m f £P 



Ul 1^1 = 



1 (ROUND.) 



i ^i'ifgrr i r-sr'' i ::r rrnr-gr^ i rerc^ i 



$ 



Chairs to mend, old chairs to mend ; rush or cane bottom, old chairs to mend, old chairs to mend. New 
2 .8 



^ 



J. JJr f^ 



■^ 



^ 



mack-er - el, new mack-er - d, 
8 



New mack - er - el, new mack-er - el. 



^r. 



i 



I I b^' 



h K K k 



T=3^ 



^ 



^ JJ :i:^=J:^ 



J JSJ JJ \ JJ J 



i 



Old rags, any old rags? Take money for your old rags? Any hare skins, or rabbit skins? 
1 (ROUND.) 



2 



8 



i_- 



^4 IJJIJ 






ift?:* 



l=tz 



-t«M— I- 



=1- 



Here lieth Sir John Gmse ; No one laughs and no one cries ; Where he*s gone, or how he fares. No one knows 

[aod no one cares. 



1 (ROUND.) 




.Praise the Grand Master, Praise the Grand Master, Praise the Grand Master of the Universal Lodge. 
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I AM DREAMING OF THEE. 



Albxawdbb Lkb. 



^ 



fe 



iiiiu 



Cggi;CCC ' CCC''"g.ggCgCP 



1. Na-po-li - taine, 

2. Na-po-li - taine, 
mf pp 



I am dreaming of 
Art thou thinking of 



iji [1m[i[[[[C[irrrrrrrrftrcf 



^ W w w ^ 

1. Tra la la la la la la la la la, Na-po - li-taine, la la la la la la la, I am dreaming of 

2. Tra la la la la la la la la la, Na-po - li-taine, la la la la la la la, Art thou thinking of 



thee, Pm hear -ing thy foot - fall so joy-ousand 

me ? Hath ab-sence not ban - bh*d _ my mem*ry from 



St 



iS £1:1:1; 15 liiif'Si Tt^^ 



pp mf pp ^U U/k U ^ 

thee, la la la la la la la la, Tm hear-ing thy foot - fall, la la la la, so joy-ousand 
me ? la la la la la la la la, Hath absence not ban - ish'd, la la la la, my mem'ty from 



^ 




Thy dark flashing eyes 
Re-member our meet 



are enchanting me 
ings fond vigils to 



H Hm?. \ ?.?.?. ?.r. ^ 




$ 



■itfcKii^ 



f ' ' Pft mf]^ U k ^ ^ 

la la. Thy dark flashing eyes, la la la la la la la, are enchanting me 
la la, Re-member the time, la la la la la la la, when this whisper to 



free ; la la la la la la 
n)e? la la la la la la 



f^i^^L 



h^l.^i \ {: 



^ 






rsf^FTf 



m wt 



yet, 
keep, 



Thy voice with its mu 
When bright eyes were clos 



sic I ne'er can for - 
ing all calm - ly to 



Sl¥= 



ggj^l^l^^lj^Pi^'"^ g p il^^^i^PP^ ^ g 



^ 



pp f pp f 

yet, la la la la la la la la. Thy voice with its tone, la la la la la la la la, I ne'er can for - 
keep, la la la la la la la la, When bright eyes did close, la la la la la la la, all so calm-ly in 



$ 






get, 
sleep, 

-PP 



I'm far from the land. 
And yet I would not 



from my own sunny home, 
have a shade on thy brow. 



k I^PUl^l/U* UUW^U U U Upp U t^-l^ pp 



get, la la la la la la la la, Im far from the land, la la la la la la la, from my own sunny home, la la la la la la 
sleep, la la la la la la la la, And yet I would not, la la la la la la la, have a shade on thy brow, la la la la la la 
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^^ 



^^^^§^^^ 



^ 



^^ 



CggCCCC ' C 



-^ 



world with sorrow I room, 
let it shine for thee now, 



A - lone in the wide 
As bright as thou wert 
mp pp 



ShF 



^^^ E EF i FFFFF F F i FF rrr i i '^'^'fr n 



^ 



la la, A - lone in the wide, la la la la la la la, world with sorrow I roam, la la la la la 
la la, As bright as thou wert, la la la la la la la, let it shine for thee now, la la la la la 



"^m. 



qirz: 



fe 



^M 



1^ 



i 



^^ 



In the halls of the gay, 
For 'tis mem'ry that brings 
fTempe. P» 



or wherever it be, 
all thy beauty to me, 



m^ 



Still Napoli - 
Still Napo-li ■ 




la, In the halls of the gay, la la la la la la la, or wherever it he, la la la la la la la la, Still Napoli - 
la. For 'tis mem'ry that brings, la la la la la la la, all thy beauty to me, la la la la la la la la, Still Napoli • 



^^^^^m 



m 



:^=" 



begcccc ' ccc^ 



ij' g g ggggg 



tame, 
taine, 

j)p 



1 am dreaming of thee, 
I am dreaming of thee, 

3(1 ^ PP 



Na- po - li - 
Na- po - li - 

/ 



m 



aine, lalalalalaia la, lam dreaming of thee, la la la la la la la la la, Na-po - li 



tune,'la la la la la la la, I am dreaming of thee, la la la la la la la la la, Na-po - li • 
taine, lalalalalaia la, lam dreaming of thee, la la la la la la la la la, Na-po - li • 



P^.uJ^^'^'^'^^n^ ^uJiJ^^^ 



taine, 



I am dreaming of thee. 



Na- po - li - 




'mfft \ i r 



pp mp\^ U» ^ U U ^^ > U U k 1^ T^>^ ^f 

taine, la la la la la la la, I am dreaming of thee, la la la la la la la la la, Na-po - li - 



i 



-J^ 



^ 






B 



TWgggg 



taine, 



I am dreaming of thee. 
PP 



Hi. 




^ l(^ ^ 
taine, la la la la la la la, I am dreammg of thee, la la la la la la la la la la. 
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Longfellow, speaking of ballads, eloquently says : 
**They are the gypsy children of song, born under 
green hedgerows, in the leafy lanes and bypaths of 
literature in the genial summer time, and many a life 
story is contained in the simple words of a favorite 
ballad." Nevertheless we seldom realize what lies be- 
neath the surface of the words, when we hear some of 
the simple old songs of our youth. Many of them, 
indeed, are more or less epitomized versions of incidents 
in their author's lives, thus accounting for the sympa- 
thetic interest they awaken. They contain, although 
in veiled form, that one " touch of nature that makes 
the whole world kin." Perhaps one of the most popular 



songs of this class is "Robin Adair." Its simplicity 
is so fascinating and it is pervaded by a ring of such 
genuine tenderness that it will ever be treasured as a 
model of its kind. The circumstances under which 
this simple and touching little heart-lyric was written 
are said to be much as follows : Robin Adair was a 
real personage, who was bom about the middle of the 
last century. He was a young Irish medical student 
who, in order to escape the consequences of some 
youthful escapade in Dublin, left the city and fled to 
Holyhead, en route to London. Finding on reaching 
this place that his slender means were exhausted, he 
set out on his long journey on foot. He had not traveled 



SERENADE 



V. Bbexini. 




Andant* con tsprets, 

1. Now the sun has gone to rest, 

2. Now the sun has gone to rest. 



And the darkness gathers nigh; May no chill -ing 
And the world has sought re • pose ; Ah, then, may sweet 



kN-r- f irrrrf \^ ^^^^^^^^f^ 



^ 



W ' g^ 



^m 



*_ jij 



rrf¥ 



« 



1^ 



fear dis • turb thy slum - ber, As the mo - ments pass thee by. 
dreams thy spir - it glad - den. As in slum -ber thine eye - lids close. 



May thy 
May the 



i 






^F 



sleep be mild and gen - tic. As the dew on tcn-der flow 
per - fume of sweet flow - crs. Come in dreams from fairy bow 



f^^ 



ers, Till mom -ing 
ers. Till morn - ing 



£. 



b-^g i Fhl-Hh ^ ^ 



f* J J J Nd=iF^ 




light a - gain re - calls thee To its joy • ous - ly speed - ing hours. 



^ 



^N^'-rf-r-r^? 



P^^: 
^ 



far when he reached a carriage which had been over- 
turned in the road, the occupant of which, Lady 
Caroline Keppel, the second daughter of the Earl of 
Albemarle, and a young lady of attractive appearance 
and manners, was greatly alarmed and slightly injured. 
Adair introduced himself as a young surgeon and gave 
her some attention. He then ex[ilained his intention 
of journeying to London, and, as she still felt nervous 
and apprehensive of further accident, she offered him 
a seat in her carriage and begged him to accompany 
her to the metropolis. On arrival she presented hun 
with loo guineas, and promised him her assistance in 
obtaining a start in his profession. This acquaintance 



speedily ripened into affection, and, in spite of the 
opposition of her friends, she determined to marry the 
lover whom she had met under such romantic circum- 
stances. She was sent abroad in the hope that she 
would abandon her intention, but without avail. Her 
health began to fail, and she was removed to Bath, 
England. While here she wrote the verses that were 
destined to become so well known, and adapted them to 
an old Irish melody, " Eileen Aroon," of which Robin 
Adair was very fond. Continued separation made such 
inroads on her health that she became dangerously ill, 
and her medical attendants despaired of her life. Then 
her parents relented and the faithful pair were married. 



; 
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THO' YOU LEAVE ME NOW. 



167 



Nbil Gow. 



f"3iJ'j;;g>i/jjJ^ iJ j',.^ii;iij.i.i,ji.^i 



1 . Though you leave me now in sorrow, Smiles may light our love to-morrow ; Doomed to part, my 

2. Though the world for this commend thee, Can its prais - es but offend thee, While they tell an - 






faith - fill heart Agleam of joy from hope shall borrow. 1 ., , , , ^ • ,. . 
oth-er-swoe, SmU-ing as they d<S^ the blow? |Ah!ne'erfoigetwhenfnends 



Wa, p 



^m 






tnii 



g 



ire near. 



^ 



1^ 



r 



piii'h \ i.ni\^i^^ 



?=q-=5R 



^ 



F 



This heart a-lone is thine for- ev-er; Thou may'st find those will love thee, love thee dear, But 



bFfiH-i-r[Si:'ffl i ffrrr i p^ i I 



Hi JU JJ J'^ l ^ ' JVr^/, J j' JH Jl^ 



not a love like mine, O nev-er! Though you leave me now in sorrow, Smiles may light our 



\^^\i \ iYiii'n''W\\hVi^ 



Pim^^'i^^i'^h ^ '^'^'-'MM 



^ 



love to-morrow ; Doomed to part, my faith- ful heart A gleam of joy from hope shall borrow. 



h ^: ;;Fl f -gg:-Mg-^ iF^l^'^F 



-s i r'r r e: 



I 



gr^gg 



1 (ROUND.) 



1/ ^ ^ 



^ ^& 



m 



ff=Pt 



iS 



=pp^i« 



x± 



t 



rt Now to all a kind " good night," Sweet - ly sleep till mom - ing light ; Till ^ 



:t=F 



* 



^ 



^ 



3t* 



e£ 



f 



^ mom - ing light. To all " good night," Sweet - ly sleep till mom - ing light ; - 



3t— -fc-fc 



1^=fe 



^--"^ 



rs 



Good night. 



To all a kind good night, 



To all good night 
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Longfellow, speaking of ballads, eloquently says : 
**They are the gypsy children of song, bom under 
green hedgerows, in the leafy lanes and bypaths of 
literature in the genial summer time, and many a life 
story is contain^ in the simple w.ords of a favorite 
ballad.'* Nevertheless we seldom realize what lies be- 
neath the surface of the words, when we hear some of 
the simple old songs of our youth. Many of them, 
indeed, are more or less epitomized versions of incidents 
in their author's lives, thus accounting for the sympa- 
thetic interest they awaken. They contain, although 
in veiled form, that one " touch of nature that makes 
the whole world kin." Perhaps one of the most popular 



songs of this class is " Robin Adair." Its simplicity 
is so fascinating and it is pervaded by a ring of such 
genuine tenderness that it will ever be treasured as a 
model of its kind. The circumstances under which 
this simple and touching little heart-lyric was written 
are said to be much as follows : Robin Adair was a 
real personage, who was bom about the middle of the 
last century. He was a young Irish medical student 
who, in order to escape the consequences of some 
youthful escapade in Dublin, left the city and fled to 
Holyhead, en route to London. Finding on reaching 
this place that his slender means were exhausted, he 
set out on his long journey on foot. He had not traveled 
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AndanU con tsprtst. 

1. Now the sun has gone to rest, 

2. Now the sun has gone to rest, 



m 



r ^ , 

And the darkness gathers nigh; May no chill -ing 
And the world has sought re - pose ; Ah, then, may sweet 
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fear dis - turb thy slum - ber. As the mo - ments pass thee by. May thy 

dreams thy spir - it glad • den. As in slum -ber thine eye - lids close. May the 
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sleep be mild and gen - tie, As the dew on ten-der flow 
per - fume of sweet flow - ers. Come in dreams from fairy bow 



ers. Till inom-ing 
ers, Till mom - ing 
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thee To its joy - ous - ly 



^ 



^^=P4F-K^ 






j T^ g — y 



far when he reached a carriage which had been over- 
turned in the road, the occupant of which, Lady 
Caroline Keppel, the second daughter of the Earl of 
Albemarle, and a young lady of attractive appearance 
and manners, was greatly alarmed and slightly injured. 
Adair introduced himself as a young sui^eon and gave 
her some attention. He then explained his intention 
of journeying to London, and, as she still felt nervous 
and apprehensive of further accident, she offered him 
a seat in her carriage and begged him to accompany 
her to the metropolis. On arrival she presented him 
with loo guineas, and promised hun her assistance in 
obtaining a start in his profession. This acquaintance 



speedily ripened into affection, and, in spite of the 
opposition of her friends, she determined to marry the 
lover whom she had met under such romantic circum- 
stances. She was sent abroad in the hope that she 
would abandon her intention, but without avail. Her 
health began to fail, and she was removed to Bath, 
England. While here she wrote the verses that were 
destined to become so well known, and adapted them to 
an old Irish melody, " Eileen Aroon," of which Robin 
Adair was very fond. Continued separation made such 
inroads on her health that she became dangerously ill, 
and her medical attendants de^aired of her life. Then 
her parents relented and the faithful pair were married. 
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1. Though you leave me now in sorrow, Smiles may light our love to-morrow; Doomed to part, my 

2. Though the world for this commend thee, Can its prais - es but offend thee, While they tell an - 
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faith - ful heart 
oth - er*s woe, 
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This heart a-lone is thine for- ev - er ; Thou may'st find those will love thee, love thee dear, But 
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not a love like mine, O nev-er! Though you leave me now in sorrow. Smiles may light our 
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love to-morrow ; Doomed to part, my faith- ful heart A gleam of joy from hope shall borrow. 
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rt Now to all a kind " good night," Sweet - ly sleep till mom - ing light ; Till ^ 
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J. mom - ing light, To all "goodnight," Sweet - ly sleep till mom -ing light; . 
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To all a kind good night, 



Good night. 



To all good night 
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tT is an very well to analyze vocalization, and to 
school and develop the organs of speech; but if the 
expression be lifeless, or hypocritical, there exists a 
want that no skill whatsoever can supply. We express 
ourselves in our actions ; but there is no tell-tale of the 
soul like the voice. Encourage sweetness of temper, 
and the voice will catch the cadences of persuasiveness. 
The laugh is very expressive. It may be merry, scorn- 
ful, encouraging, or the reverse. It may be empty, or 
very full of significance ; hearty or affected. Explosive, 
loud laughter, like all inordinate laughter, in fact, is 
proof of no very good breeding. A spirit that has 
been long subjected to ennobling occupations, when 



merriment is in order, is not overpowered by the sad- 
den emotion. Those who " burst out laughii^ " on 
slight provocation should school their inclinations, and 
certainly not laugh in a repulsive voice. It is not 
affectation to improve the tone of the voice. It is the 
simplicity of good nature. So also of speech. Who is 
willing to offend? No one who is worthy of respect; 
no one who respects himself. As social beings, we 
are under obligation to make ourselves as agreeable as 
possible to those around us, and as few things are more 
annoying to a sensitive ear than an impleasant voice 
either in laughter, in speech, or in singling, all should 
endeavor to use this marvelous organ in its best tones. 



KATHLEEN. 



W. Williams. 






1. Oh! leave not your Kathleen, there's no one can cheer her; A -lone in the wide world un 

2. Oh ! leave not the land, the sweet land of your childhood, Where joyous - ly passed the first 
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pit - ied she'll sigh ; And scenes that were loveliest when thou wertbut near her. Re - call the sad 
days of our youth ! Where gai-ly we wandered 'mid val • ley and wildwood. Oh ! those were the 



V\^>ff'^jjin \ frt \ ff^r"^\^ 



vis - ion of days long gone by. 'Tis vain that you tell me you'll never for - gel me. To tne 



vis - ion of days long gone by. 'Tis vain that you tell me you'll never for - gel me. To tne 
bright days of in - no - cent truth. 'Tis vain that you tell me you'll never for - get me, To the 
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land of the sham -rock you'll ne'er re - turn more; 
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Far a - way from your 
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sight you will cease to re • gret me. You'll soon for-get KatMeen and E - rin - go - Bragh. 
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CALL ME PET NAMES 
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1. Call me pet names, dearest ; call me a bird, That flies to thy breast at one cherishing word, That 

2. Call me fond names, dearest, call me a star, Whose smiles beaming welcome thou feel'st from afar, Whose 

3. Call me sweet names, darling, call me a flower. That lives in the light of thy smile each hour, That 

4. Call me dear names,darling, call me thine own; Speak to me always in love's low tone; 
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folds its wild wings there, ne'er dreaming of flight. That ten - der - ly sings there in loving de - 
light is the clearest, the tru - est to thee. When the "night-time of sorrow "steals over life's 
droops when its heaven, thy love, grows cold, That shrinks from the wicked, the false, and 
Let not thy look nor thy voice grow cold, Let thy fond worship thy being en- 
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Ught. Oh ! my sad heart keeps pining for one fond word ; Call me pet names, dearest, call me a bird ! 
sea. Oh ! trust thy rich bark where its warm rays are. Call me pet names, darling, call me a star ! 
bold ; That blooms for thee only thro' sunlight and show'r : Call me pet names, darling, call me a flower, 
fold; Love me for - ever, and love me alone! Call me pet names, darling, call me thine own. 
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SUMMER SUNS GLOWING. 
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1. Summer suns are glowing over land and sea, Happy light is flow-ing boun - ti - ful and free; 

2. God's free mercy streameth over all the world, And His banner gleameth ev'rywhere nn - furl'd. 

3. Lord, upon our blindness. Thy pure radiance pour; For Thy loving-kindness makesus loveTheemore. 

4. We will never doubt Thee, tho* Thou vail Thy light, Life is dark without Thee, death with Thee is bright. 
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Ev - 'lything re - joic - es in the mellow rays, All eanh's thousand voices swell the psalm of praise. 
Broad and deep and glorious, as the heav'n above. Shines In mifiht victorious His e-ter-nal love. 
Andwhenclottdsaredrifting dark across our sky, Then, the vail up- lift -ing. Father, be Thou nigh. 
Light of light! shine o'er us on our pilgrim way. Go Thou still before us to the endless day. 
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tT is an very well to analyze vocalization, and to 
school and develop the organs of speech; but if the 
expression be lifeless, or hypocritical, there exists a 
want that no skill whatsoever can supply. We express 
ourselves in our actions; but there is no tell-tale of the 
soul like the voice. Encourage sweetness of temper, 
and the voice will catch the cadences of persuasiveness. 
The laugh is very expressive. It may be merry, scorn- 
ful, encouraging, or the reverse. It may be empty, or 
very full of significance ; hearty or affected. Explosive, 
loud laughter, like all inordinate laughter, in fact, is 
proof of no very good breeding. A spirit that has 
been long subjected to ennobling occupations, when 



merriment is in order, is not overpowered by the sud- 
den emotion. Those who <* burst outlaughii^" on 
slight provocation should school their inclinations, and 
certainly not laugh in a repulsive voice. It is not 
affectation to improve the tone of the voice. It is the 
simplicity of good nature. So also of speech. Who is 
willing to offend? No one who is worthy of respect; 
no one who respects himself. As social beings, we 
are under obligation to make ourselves as agreeable as 
possible to those around us, and as few things are more 
annoying to a sensitive ear than an impleasant voice 
either in laughter, in speech, or in singing, all should 
endeavor to use this marvelous organ in its best tones. 



KATHLEEN. 



W. Williams. 



I. Oh! leave not vour Kathleen, there's no one can cheer her; A -lone in the wide world un- 



1. Oh! leave not your Kathleen, there's no one can cheer her; A -lone in the wide world un 

2. Oh ! leave not the land, the sweet land of your childhood, Where joyous - ly passed the first 
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pit - led she'll sigh ; And scenes that were loveliest when thou wertbut near her. Re - call the sad 
days of our youth ! Where gai-ly we wandered 'mid val - ley and wildwood. Oh ! those were the 
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vis - ion of days long gone by. 'Tis vain that you tell me you'll never for - get me. To the 
bright days of in - no - cent truth. 'Tis vain that you tell me you'll never for - get me. To the 
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sight you will cease to re - gret me. You'll soon for-get Kathleen and E - rin - go - Bn^h. 
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CALL ME PET NAMES. 
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1. Call me pet names, dearest; call me a bird, That flies to thy breast at one cherishmgword, That 

2. Call me fond names, dearest, call me a star«Whose smiles beaming welcome thou feel'st from afar, Whose 

3. Call me sweet names, darling, call me a flower, That lives in the light of thy smile each hour. That 

4. Call me dear names,darling, call me thine own; Speak to me always in love's low tone ; 
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folds its wild wings there, ne'er dreaming of flight, That ten - der - ly sings there in loving de - 
light is the clearest, the tru - est to thee, When the "night-time of sorrow "steals over life's 
droops when its heaven, thy love, grows cold. That shrinks from the wicked, the false, and 
Let not thy look nor thy voice grow cold, Let thy fond worship thy being en - 
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Ught. Oh ! my sad heart keeps pining for one fond word ; (Jail me pet names, dearest, call me a bird ! 
sea. Oh ! trust thy rich bark where its warm rays are. Call me pet names, darling, call me a star I 
bold ; That blooms for thee only thro' sunlight and show'r : Call me pet names, darling, call me a flower, 
fold; Love me for - ever, and love me alone! Call me pet names, darling, call me thine own. 
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1. Summer suns are glowing over land and sea, Happy light is flow-ing boun - ti - ful and free; 

2. God's free mercy streameth over all the world. And His banner gleameth ev'rywhere un - furl'd. 

3. Lord, upon ourblindness, Thy pure radiance pour; For Thy loving-kindness makes us love Thee more. 

4. We will never doubt Thee, tho' Thou vail Thy light, Life is dark without Thee, death with Thee is bright 
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Ev - 'rything re - joic - es in the mellow rays, All earth's thousand voices swell the psalm of praise. 
Broad and deep and glorious, as the heav'n above, Shines in mifjht victorious His e - ter - nal love. 
And when clouds are drifting dark across our sky, Then, the vail up- lift -ing, Father, be Thou nigh. 
Light of light! shine o'er us on our pilgrim way, Go Thou still before us to the endless day. 
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An old and iniinn soldier was playing his violin one 
evening on the Prater in Vienna. His faithful dog 
was holding his hat, in which passers-by dropped a 
few coppers as they came along. But, on the evening 
in question, nobody stopped to drop a coin into the 
poor old fellow's hat. Every one went straight on, and 
the gaiety of the crowd added to the sorrow in the old 
soldier's heart and showed itself in his withered 
countenance. All at once, a well-dressed gentleman 
came up to where he stood, listened to his playing for 
a few minutes, and looked compassionately upon him. 



Ere long, the old fiddler's weary hand lost strength to 
grasp his bow, and his limbs refused to carry him 
farther. He seated himself on a stone, rested his 
head on his hands, and began silently to weep.^ At 
that instant the gentleman approached, gave hnn a 
coin, and said ; " Lend me your violin a little while." 
Then, having carefully tuned it, he said : " You take 
the money and I'll play." He did play! All the 
passers-by stopped to listen — struck with the dis- 
tinguished air of the musician, and captivated by his 
marvellous genius. The circle became larger and 
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1. I come from Al - a - bam -a wid My ban -jo on my knee, I'm gwine to Lou - si- 

2. I had a dream de odder night Wheneb-'ry ting was still; I thought I saw Su- 

3. I soon will be in New Orleans, And den I'll look all round, And when I find Su- 
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a - na My 
sanna, A - 
sanna, I'll 



true love for to see. It rained all night de day I left, De weather it was 
coming down de hill. A buckwheat-cake was in her mouth, A tear was in her 
fall upon de ground. But if I do not find her dar, Dis darkie'U sure-ly 
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dry, De sun so hot I froze to death ; Su-san-na, don't you cry. Oh! Su-san-na, Oht 
eye. Says I, I'm coming from de South, Su - san - na, don't you cry. Oh ! Su - san - na, Oh I 
die, And when I'm dead and bur - i - ed, Su - san - na, don't you cry. Oh I Su - san - na. Oh ! 




don't you cry for me, I'm come from Al - a - bam - a, wid my ban -jo on my knee 
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larger. Not copper alone, but silver — and even gold 
— ^was dropped into the poor man's hat. The dog 
began to growl, for it was becoming too heavy for him 
to hold. At a hint from the au£ence, the invalid 
emptied its contents into his sack, and they filled it 
again. After a national melody, in which everyone 
present joined, with uncovered heads, the violinist 
placed the instrument upon the poor man's knees, and, 
without waiting to be thanked, disappeared. " Who 
is it ? " was asked on all sides. ** It is Armand Boucher, 
the famous violin player," replied some one in the 



crowd. " He has been turning his art to account in 
the service of charity. Let us follow his example." 
And the speaker sent round his hat also, made a new 
collection, and gave the proceeds to the invalid, crying, 
"Long live Boucher!" Deeply affected, the invalid 
lifted up his hands and eyes towards Heaven, invoking 
God's blessing on his benefactor. That evening there 
were two happy men in Vienna — the old man, placed 
for a long time above the reach of want, and the 
generous artist, who felt in his heart the joy which 
always repa)rs the generous deed. — Reminiscences, 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



173 



In the incipient state of pulmonary diseases singing 
is said to be a powerful aid to a cure. It is, indeed, 
somewhat curious that the medical fraternity have not 
universally favored this as an effective means of pre- 
venting lung diseases, for the action of calisthenics in 
developing the chest and of gynmastics in strengthen- 
ing muscular tissue have for years been a universal 
practice, although as a matter of fact the mere phys- 
ical exercise of singing brings into play an extraordi- 
nary number of muscles that can hardly be suspected of 



action in connection with the throat expansion. It 
was disclosed by statistics.in Italy some years ago that 
vocal artists are usually long-lived and healthy, and 
that brass instrument players, who bring their lungs 
and chest into unusual activity, have not had a con- 
sumptive victim among them. No matter how thin 
or weak the voice, children or young people should 
be encouraged to sing. There can be no happier 
medicine, and if hearers sometimes suffer they should 
bear the infliction in view of the good it may occasion 



SPRIG OF SHILLELAH. 
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1. Och, Love is the soul of a neat I - rish-man, He loves all that's lovely, loves 

2. Who e'er had the luck to see Donny - brook fair, An I - rish-man all in his 

3. At evening re - turn - ing, as homewards he goes, His heart soft with whiskey, his 
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all that he can; With his Sprig, of Shil - le - lah and Shamrock so green. His 
glo - ry is there, With his Sprig of Shil - le - lah and Shamrock so green. His 
head soft with blows. From a Sprig of Shil - le - lah and Shamrock so green. He 
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heart is good - humored, 'tis hon - est and sound, No malice or ha • tred is 
clothes spick and span new, with - out e*er a speck, A neat Bar - ce - lo - nia tied 
meets with his Shee - lah, who blush - ing a smile, Cries *' get ye gone, Pat," yet con - 
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there to be found; He courts and he mar-ries, he drinks and he fights, For 
round his nice neck. He goes to a tent and he spends half a crown. He 
sents all the while ! To the priest soon they go, and some time after that, A 
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love, all for love, for in that he delights. With his Sprig of Shillelah and Shamrock so green, 
meets with a friend, and for love knocks him down. With his Sprig of Shillelah and Shamrock so green, 
fine la - dy cries, " How d* ye do, father Pat, With your Sprig of Shillelah and Shamrock so green." 
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It is of the utmost importance that the sense of 
hearing be fully educated and trained in order that we 
may receive all the advantages from it that it is capable 
of affording, as well as all Sie pleasure and enjoyment 
that it can so richly bestow . The ear is more susceptible 
of education, and may be more readily trained than 
perhaps any of the other senses. Of the degree of 
perfection to which it may be brought by education, 
we have evidence in the case of those persons who 
have to exercise it frequently, or who are greatly de- 
pendent upon it, as the blind. An orchestral conductor 
can detect the slightest departure from time or tune in the 



sound of one out of a number of instruments, and indi- 
cate without hesitation the faulty performer ; and a blind 
man is able to thread his way safely through a crowded 
thorougfare by the acuteness of his ear alone. — Kay. 
Careful practice alone is needed in order that all 
previously strange, difficult, and complex movements 
should be capable of being (Performed with ease, and 
that after a time, during the process of learning, first 
the conception of the movements needed, and subse- 
quently the desire which originally prompted to their 
execution, may alike vanish as conscious states by 
which they are necessarily preceded. — Dr. Bastion. 



A WARRIOR BOLD. 



Edw. Thomas. 
STgPHgN Adams. 
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1 . In days of old, when knights were bold, And barons held their sway, A warrior bold, with spurs of gold, Sang 

2. So this brave knight, in armor bright, Went gayly to the fray ; He fought the fight, but ere the night, His 
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mer-ri-ly his lay, Sangmer-rily his lay: •* My love is young and fair, My love hath golden 

soul had passed away. His soul had passed away. The plighted ring he wore Was crushed, and wet with 
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hair, And eyes so blue, and heart so true, That none with her compare. So what care I, tho' 
gore, Yet ere he died, he bravely cried, " I've kept the vow I swore, So what care I, tho* 
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death be nigh, I'll live for love or die, So what care I, tho' death be nigh, I'll live for love or die." 
death be nigh, I've fought for love and die, So what care I , tho' ( Omit. ) 
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death be nigh, I've fought for love, I've fought for love, I've fought for love. For love, for love I die.' 
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OH, SAY, DO YOU REMEMBER? 
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From Ricci Waltx. 



i 



f 



■m=MtL 



•m — *■ 



1. Oh, say, do you re - mem-ber still, The days of youth and glad - ness, When 

2. Then sometimes fond • ly think of one, When stars are bright - ly gleam - ing, When 
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joy and pleasure gleam'd a • while, And we knew nought of sad - ness ? Oh, 
all the world is lost in sleep. And I of thee am dream • ing. I'd 
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those, in - deed, were hap • py hours, Too bright in • deed to last. Ah, 

ra - ther see those eyes of thine. Than stars of gold - en lig ht,_ Which 
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nought but mem - 'ry now re - mains To tell us of the past. Oh, 

glit - ter in the sky a • bove. Throughout the cloudless night. Oh, 
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say, do you re - mem - oer still, The days of youth and glad - ness. When 
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joy and pleasure gleam'd a - while. And we knew nought of sad - ness? 
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ROSE-MARIE. 



J. L. Molxjot. 
F. E. Wbatheklt. 






Moderate. 

I. O - ver the hills and far away. In a village by the sea, A small sweet rose of a 

3. O - ver the hills and far away. To the village by the sea, I come to bring my 
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maid - en dwells, Who b dear, so dear to rac, With loving lips and true gray eyes, I call her my 
bride from the west, To bring home my sweet to me, O leave thy home beside the foam , Come, come, sweet 
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Rose-Ma - rie. O - ver the hills and fax away Dwells my love, my Rose - Marie. 
love to me. O • ver the hills and far away, Come to me, come, my Rose • Marie. 
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2. O- ver the hills and far away, Fly.bonnybinl, fly tothesea,Blow8oftai>dkiiid,Owestemirind, 

mmn . ^ ^^ r-a 
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Speak to my love, my love of me, O west - em wind, O hap - py bird. Speak ! speak to my 
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love of me. O • ver the hills and &r a -way. Fly, bonny bird, to Rose -Ma -rie. 
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Made b7 Vm. H. Keyxer ft Ck>., 9l\ Arch Street, Phila., Pa. 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



177 



Elements of Music 



1« A Musical Sound is called a Tone* 

13* Every tone has the three properties of Length, 

Pitch, and Power. 

3* There are, therefore, three departments in the 

elements of Music : — 

1. BhTthmicS) treating of the Length of Tones. 

2. Meiod'lcSf treating of the Pitch of Tones. 
3* DyBaiil'lcSf treating of the Power of Tones. 

The word Rhythmics is derived from the Greek 
-verb ^rheo" meaning to Jhw^ as in the measured 
^snovement of poetic lines. Melod'ics is from the 
Greek "fmlodUo" to sing harmoniously, or *<m^ 
lod'ia^^ a tune to which lyric poetry is set, a choral 
-song, from '< mel'odos^* musical or melodious. Dy- 
nam'ics is from the Greek *< dun'amai" to be able, 
-or " dun'amisy'* force, energy, power. 

Rhythmics comprehends all rhythmic things, or 
whatever may Ije derived from the primary fact that 
^ones may be long or short It includes also the 
rhythmic structure of phrases, sections and periods. 
Melodies includes everything Uiat may proceed from 
-the primary distinction of low or high, or from the 
property of pitch. The word "melody," as com- 
monly used, is of much more limited signification, 
referring only to a pleasing succession of tones in 
rhythmic order or to an oHinary tune form. Dy- 
namics embmces not only the mere force of tones, 
but also their manner or form of delivery. 



BHTTHMICS ; Length of Tones. 

NOTES AND RESTS. 

4* Notes are characters used to designate two 
things: By their position on the staff they give the 
Pit(3i of the tone, and by their form they indicate 
its Length. 

5* The following are the notes in common use, 
the relative length of the tones which they represent 
being indicated by their names. 

-WHOLB-NOTB. HALF-MOTB. QUAKTBR. BIGHTK. SIXTBBNTH. 



r r c e 



A character |^| called a Breve^ or DoubU^Note^ is 
-sometimes used. It represents a tone twice as long 
as that represented by a Whole Note. 

6. Rests are characters used to indicate silence. 

7. The following are the Rests in common use; the 
relative length of the portions of time which they 
represent, correrponds to that of the notes; it is indi- 
cated by their names ; the whole rest may also rep- 
resent a whole measure rest without regard to the 
kind of time : 

WHOLX-RBST. HALP-RBST QVARTBR. BIGHTH. SXXTBBIfTR. 

— - — - J^oriorr 1 Ij 

For brevity and convenience, we shall hereafter 

rik of the length of notes, meaning the length of 
tones represented hy them. 

8. A I>ot placed after a note or a rest increases 
its length one-half. A dotted whole note is equal to 
three halves; a dotted half to three quarters. The 
-tame is true of Rests. Thus : 

13 



O* Two Dots placed after a note or a rest m* 
crease its length three-fourths, the seoond dot adding 
one-half the length of the first Thus : 

r-fTi 

10* The Fissure 3 placed above or below thre« 
equal notes reduces their length to two of the same 

kind. Thus, f f f equals in length P .*. Notet 

written in this manner are called Triplets* 



11. Two or more notes may represent a 
tone hy the use of a character called a Tie. In 
vocal music, the hooks attached to the notes mav be 
joined for the same purpose, and the notes should be 
sung to one syllable. The Slur is used when the 
notes differ in pitch, the Tie '"— ^ when they are of 
the same pitdL 

MEASURES AND PARTS. 

12* Music is divided into Measures and 
Parts — ^into Measures by single bars and into Parts 
by double bars. The time of each measure is the 
same as that of every other measure in the part and 
is determined hy the fraction placed at the beginning 
of each port. If a part is to be repeated, dots, called 
Repeating Dots, precede the double bar. 

13* Measures are again divided into certain parts, 
which may be indicated to the ear by Countings, as 
"one, two," «*one two," etc; or to the eye l)y motions 
of the hand, called Beats, or Beating Time. The 
length of notes may frequently be estimated, but in 
complicated movements, it must be indicated as above 
by some simple method of measurement. 

14* A Measure divided into two parts is called 
Double Measure; three parts, Triple Measure ; four 
parts, Quadruple Measure; six parts. Sextuple 
Measure, Thus: 

DOUBLB. TRIFLB. QUADRtTPLB. 8BXTUPLB MBASURB. 

irri irrri irrrri \u^^u\ 

Iff. Each kind of Measure may have several va- 
rieties, depending upon the length of the notes which 
are expressed by the denominator of the fraction. The 
following are some of the common varieties : 

DOUBLB. TRIFX.B MBASURB. QUAURUPX.B MBASURB. 

^ I 
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SBXTUPLB MBASURB. 
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The pupil should, of course, be taught that a Meas- 
ure may Iw filled with other notes than those used in 
the above examples. Let him fill the measures with 
notes of different lengths, rests, etc. As will be seen, 
A piece of music may begin on any part of a measure. 
When it begins on a fractional part, it ends on a frac- 
tional part; and the two parts thus formed equal a 
complete measure. 

16. The Numerator of the Fraction at the 
beginning of the above examples indicate? the num- 
ber of b^ts into which the measure is divided ; the 
I>enominator indicates the kind of note which 
will fill each beat Thus, y^ shows that there are 
three beats in the measure, and that a quarter note 
will fill each beat. 

17* The limits or boundaries of Measures, as has 
been said, are marked by light vertical lines, called 
Bars, the end of a Part being marked by a heavy 
vertical line, or ]>oublc Bar* 

18* The end of a line of poetry in hymnal music 
is also sometimes indicated by a heavy vertical lire, or 
Bouble Bar, which can have no effect upon the 
measure. 

10* The end of a piece of music is indicated by 
a character called a Close* 

20* Beating Time is designating each pait 
of a Measure by a motion of the hand. In Double 
Measure, the hand moves down^ up; Triple Measure, 
dowHj U/tt up; Quadruple Measure, daum^ ^fU^ight^ 
up; Sextuple Measure, down^ left, left, right, up, up; 
or in rapid movement, down, up. This may vary ac- 
cording to the taste of the instructor, each having his 
own method of indicating accent. 

21* Counting Time is designating each part 
of a Measure by a number. In Double Measure, we 
count one, two; Triple Measure, one, two, three; 
Quadruple Measure, one, two, three, four; Sextuple 
Measure, one, two, three, four, five, six; or one, two. 
The exercises of beating and counting time are very 
valuable, and should be practiced frequently. Beating 
time requires motions of the hand at exactly equal 
points of time; counting time requires counts at ex- 
actly clqual points of time. It is common to speak of 
tones «• as so many beats long," or " so many counts 
long." Wlien the leader tells which way the hand is 
moving, he is said to be describing the time. Select 
melodies from the book for the purpose of affording 
variety of practice. Let the class be divided into 
parts, singing and counting or beating time altern- 
ately. Ability to count inaudibly should be acquired 
as soon as possible, for this is essential to success. 

22* Accent is a stress given to certain parts of 
the Measure. In Double Measure, the first part is 
accented; in Triple Measure, ^^ first part; in Quad- 
ruple Measure, the/rj/ and third parts ; in Sextuple 
Measure, the first and fourth parU. In measures 
containing two accenU, the first is the principal and 
therefore louder. The accents may fall away when 
followed by a rest, and may be changed when fol- 
lowed by a longer note, this note receiving the accent 
and being therefore called a Syncopated note. These 
rules are, however, becoming somewhat obsolete in 
vocal music, the accented syllables and emphatic 
words determining the parts to be accented. 

23. A Syncopated Kote, then, is one that 
begins on an unaccented part of a measure and con- 
tinues on an accented part Thus, in f ^ T I the 

second is a Syncopated Note, or a Syncope, and should 
Always be accented, that is, expressed forcibly, as if so 
marked. 

24. The length of the beats in each Measure is 



indicated by certain Italian words, sometimes mod}> 
fied by other words added thereto, of which the fol* 
lowing are the most common : 

Adagio — Very slow movement. 

Allegretto — Cheerful, not so fast as Allegra 

Allegro — Quick, lively, vivacious. 

Andante — Rather slow, gentle, distinct 

Andantino — Somewhat quicker than Andantr. 

Largo — Very slow and solemn. 

Larghetto — Less slow than Laigo. 

Lento — Slow. 

Moderato — Moderate. 

Presto — Very quick. 

Prestissimo— With greatest rapidity. 



MELODICS : Pitch of Tones. 

THE STAFF. 

25* The Staff is used to represent the relative 
pitch of Tones. It consists of five lines and four 
spaces, each line and space being called a degree. 
Thus the staff contains nine degrees and the sentence. 
<* Name the degrees on which these notes are found," 
means <* Name the lines and spaces on which these 
notes are found." 

26* Added lines are used to represent tones 
which are too high or too low to be represented upon 
the Staff. They may be placed above and below the 
staff to any extent desired, as they are simply a con* 
tinuation of the staff, the note immediately above or 
below the Staff being in a Space. 

27* The lines and spaces of the Staff are named 
from the lowest upwards, ist line, ist space, 2d line, 
»d space, 'etc. 

28* The added lines and spaces are named from 
the first line, space below, ist line below, etc ; and 
from the fifth line, space above, ist line above, etc 
9d space above. 



Irt line above. 



5tti Une.- 



1st spaoe above. 



4th llDe- 
Sd Une. • 
SdUne. . 
1st Une. - 



4th spaoe. 



Sdspace. 



2<1 gpa oe. 
Tiitsppce. 



1st line below. 



1st space below. 



2d space below. 

29. Each degree is designated by one of the first 
seven letters of the alphabet, the position of the letter 
never changing unless the Clef be changed. 

30. Instead of placing a letter on the staff to 
show the abstract pitch, certain characters are used 

Q called ClefSy which show how the letters zs| 
jfr are applied. Thus, the Treble clef marks |S 
td? the position of C on the staff, in the third ^^ 
i) space; and the Bass clef, marks the position clbf 
of C in the second space. 

31 • In four-part songs the Soprano and Alto are 
written in the Treble, and the Tenor and Bass in 
the Hass Clef. There are other clefs used by cer- 
tain orchestral instruments, as the Alto clef, maiking 
the position of C on the third line (viola), and the 
Tenor clef, marking the position of C on the fourth 
line (trombone). 



SOPRANO AND ALTO. 


TENOR AND 
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BASS. 
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The C on the first line below the Treble Staff, and 
the C on the first line above the Bass, represent the 
same tone. It is called Middle C The tones of the 
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Female voice are an octave higher than those of the 
Male, hence a Soprano solo sung by a Tenor sounds 
an octave lower than the notes in which it is written. 

32. The different parts are commonly represented 
m music by two or more staves, united by a Brace^ 
and called a Score* 

33. The Absolute Pitch of Tones (the pitch 
independent of scale relationship), is designated by 
the letters naming the d^rees of the Staff; as. A, B, 
C, D, E, F, G. The position of these letters is fixed 
and unchangeable while the clef remains unchanged. 

34. The difference of pitch between any two 
tones, as from A to B, from A to £, from C to G, etc., 
is called an Interval* A true knowledge of inter- 
vals can only be communicated through the Ear, 
The pupil must listen carefully to tones and compare 
them constantly. Without this practical acquaintance 
with the subject, names, definitions and illustrations 
are of little account. 

3ff« In the regular succession of the Natural 
Tones, there are two kinds of intervals, larger and 
«maller. The larger intervals are called Tones and 
the smaller Semi«Tones« The successive tones 
of the major scale, in all the keys, occur in the fol- 
lowing oixier: Between one and two, a tone; be- 
tween two and three, a tone; between three and four, 
a semi-tone; between four and five, a tone; between 



five and six, a tone; between six and seven, a tone; 
and between seven and eight, a semi-tone. These two 
half-tones in the octave afford infinite variety in music. 
Were the eight natural sounds in the octave equi- 
distant one from another, there being no semi-tones, 
the keys would differ only in acuteness and not in 
quality f as now. Choose melodies from the book in 
the different keys and give the pupils exercise in read- 
ing these intervals of tones and semi- tones. 

30* Between any two tones of the Staff having 
the interval of a step, another tone may be inserted, 
dividing the step into two half-steps. Thus, a tone 
may be inserted between C and D, etc. Some sing* 
ers of Southern Europe add a certain brilliancy of 
effect by again dividing the half-step ; but ability to 
do this is not possessed by the people of Central or 
Northern Europe, or of America. 

37* The degrees of the Staff represent these in- 
serted tones by the aid of characters called Sharps 
and Flats, Thus, a tone inserted between C and D, 
is named C sharp, or D flat, 

38* A Sharp, ^, placed on a degree, raises the 

{>itch of a tone a naif-step ; a Flat, |?, placed on it, 
owers the pitch of a tone a half-step below that 
named by the letter. 

30* The power of a sharp or a flat may be can- 
celled by a character called a Natliraly {]■ 



Bangle of the Human Voice* — The compass of every human voice for singing must fall some- 
where within the wide range of notes given herewith. But, of course, no single voice has ever been equal to 
these thirty-one notes at any one period in life. The boy who sings a high soprano may take nearly all the 
upper notes, but when grown to manhood his voice ** changes," and he has ability to sing only in the three 
lower octaves. As to the range of notes here found, it requires a phenomenal Bass to reach the lowest (Great 
Double C)> and a Soprano only less remarkable to sing the highest (e'O ^i^ confidence and musical effect 
If the reader has not learned the compass of his own voice, it will be both interesting and satisfactory to test, 
with piano or organ, for its highest and lowest notes, as well as for those tones in which it is strong and full, or 
weak and uncertain. By intelligent practice the compass may be increased and the tones improved. 
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The Staff in the Bass clef extends fixwn G to A. 
Three notes intervene between this and the staff in 
the Treble, which, as will be seen, may be written in 
cither clef, above the Bass or below the Treble. Of 
these, the middle note (c) is known as " Middle *' C— 
because midway between the two clefs. The treble 
clef extends from e to f . All the letters below G in 
the bass and e in the treble, occupy places in success- 
ive order downwards on the added lines and spaces 
below the staff; all above A in the bass and f in the 
treble on the added lines above the staff. «< Middle 
C " (c) corresponds to the fourth note on the G string 
of the violin at ordinary concert pitch, or to Middle C 
on piano or org^. Great Double C, or Contra C, as 
it is called, having about thirty-three vibrations to the 
second, the next higher C doubles that number; and 
so on, each octave higher doubling the number of vi- 
^brations of the octave next below it 

The entire range of the human voice in music — ^firom 
lowest Bass to highest Soprano — may be reckoned 
from Ep below the staff in the bass clef, four octaves, 
to Ep above tne staff in the treble clef. Vocal sounds 
lower or higher than this seem to have little power of 
expression in any sense. Voices are usually consid- 
ered luder th. ee divisions for the male, and four for 



the female sex; Bass, Barytone, and Tenor; Con- 
tralto, Alto, Mezzo Soprano, and Soprano. The usual 
range of the Bass is from F or £ below the bass clef, 
rarely lower, two octaves to f ; Barytone, from Gt on 
first line of bass clef, two octaves, to ^ ; Tenor, from 
C, two octaves, to c'; Contralto, the deepest female 
voice, from F to c", being two and one-half octaves; 
Alto, two octaves, fi-om F to f ; Mezzo Soprano, from 
A to a'; and Soprano from " Middle C " (c), two oc- 
taves to c", which is also indicated as c*. Middle C 
has about 132 vibrations to the second, and is pro- 
duced by sound waves firom eight to nine feet apart 
Waves at half that distance apart, produce a tone one 
octave higher, half that again the next higher octave, 
and so on. In large oiigans, C, an octave below Con- 
tra C, with 16^ vibrations per second, is reached, but 
the effect is imperfect The piano reaches a*, with 
3,520 vibrations per second, and sometimes c*, with 
4,224 vibrations. The highest note taken in the or- 
chestra is probably d*, on the piccolo flute, with 4,752 
vibrations. The practical range in music is from 40 
to 4,000 vibrations per second, embracing seven oc- 
taves. The human ear is, however, able to compass 
eleven octaves, that is to say, it notes vibrations rang- 
ing firom l^yi up to 38,000 in a single second of timfl^ 
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40. A Double Sbarp, »^, is used on a degree 
affected by a sharp, to represent a tone a half-step 
above the one affected by the sharp ; its power may h« 
cancelled by a sharp and natural, ^{]. A I>oilble 
Flat, W* is used on a degree affected by a flat, to 
represent a tone a half-step below the one affected by 
a flat ; it may be cancelled by a flat and natural, ^^, 

41. The Sifimature of a Staff is the part be- 
tween the clef and the fraction ; it is named from the 
number of sharps or flats which it contains. If there 
is no signature, the notes correspond with the white 
keys of piano or organ. 

42. A sharp or a flat in the signature applies not 
only to the degree on which it stands, but also to all 
others which represent the same pitch. 

43. A sharp, a flat, or a natural, placed outside 
the signature, is called an Accidental y — appearing 
«« accidentally " in the measure — and applies only to 
the degree on which it stands. 

44. If not cancelled, as stated above, the signifi- 
cation of a signature extends to the end of the Staff; 
that of an accidental — whether flat, sharp or natural — 
extends no farther than the measure in which it appears, 
except when the last note of a measure is flat or 
sharp, and the first note of the following measure is 
the same letter ; then, if it is syncopated, the influence 
of the accidental extends to that note. 

THE DIATONIC SCALE. 

45. The Relative Pitch of tones is indicated by 
a Scale, or Tone Ladder. 

4«. The Diatonic Scale, generally called the 
Scale^ consists of a regular succession of intervals 
from the key-note to the octave, ist, 2d, 3d, 4th, 5th, 
6th, 7th, 8th, or octave, it having been found most 
agreeable to join to the seven sounds of one group 
the first of the next higher, making eight in all. The 
key-note is the first note in die Scale. This Scale is 
also called the Major Scale^ to distinguish it from 
smother scale, having its semitones in different order, 
and called the Minor Scale. In the compass of the 
scale there are five whole tones or degrees and two 
semi-tones or half-degrees. Commencing on C, that 
is making C one of the scale, these semi-tones are 
found between the 3d and 4th and 7 th and 8th 
degrees. Here we find between the 1st and 3d degrees 
two whole tones, making a «* major " or greater third. 
AU music written on the scale when so constructed is 
said to be in the major keys; and this scale can only 
be formed from the notes in their natural order by 
commencing on C. There is, however, another series 
of notes, equally well-fitted for expressing musical 
ideas, which is formed by commencing on A instead 
of C, and which, in the natural order of tones, can 
begin only on A. In this scale the semi-tones always 
&11 between 2 and 3 and 5 and 6. Here between 
the 1st and 3d degrees there are not two whole tones, 
but only a tone and a half, making the « minor'' or 
lower third. All music written on the scale when so 
constructed is said to be in the minor keys, which are 
often most expressive. 

47. The tones are named by Numbers and also by 
Syllables, the latter to afford greater variety of vowel 
sounds for practice, as well as to form an easy associa- 
tion of degree name and relative pitch of tone — ^the 
tame syllable being always used in singing the same 
tone. Do is always one^ Re always two^ and so on. 
The numbers and syllables are as follows : 

By numbers: i, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

By syllables: Do, Re, Mi, Fa, Sol, La, Si, Do. 
(Pronounced Doe, Ray, Mee, Fah, Sole, Lah, See, Doe. ) 



The names of the notes, Do^ Re^ Mi^ etc, vibrate 
throughout the scale, their places depending wholly 
upon the location of the Key-note, which is always 
called DOf and numbered one, 

48. There are, as has already been said, two kinds 
of intervals in the Diatonic scale : Steps and Half- 
steps^ the intervals between 3 and 4, and 7 and 8, 
being half-steps, while all the others are steps. The 
half-steps, or semi-tones, should always be sung^ 
" sharp," the voice being slightly pressed or driven 
above, rather than permitted to fall below the tone 
indicated by the note upon the staff. 

4iK In writing the Scale, any tone may be taken 
as one^ or Do ; when this is determined, the others 
must follow in regular order. In the examples below, 
one or Do is placed on C, as the intervals of the staff, 
beginning with C, correspond with those of the scale. 
All the steps in the key of C are therefore natural 
steps. As shown in the following examples, the scale 
is extended upwards, by regarding eighty or the octave 
above one, as one of an upper scale ; and downwards, 
by regarding one as eight of a lower scale. 

50. The Scale, as written upon the staff, in the 
key of C, in both clefs, is as follows : — 



r\ 








y fo ^ 


JT _ ^ /^ »* 


■^^ 






c/ «-- ■ 


K\) ^ fo ^ 


I. a, 3, 
Do, re, mi. 


4> 


5. 
sol. 


6, 7, Son, a, 3. 
la, si, do, re, mi. 




^ 




tS 


pj. .^ e? ^ 






SJ 


^^^ fp & ^ 






a 





X, 3. 3, 4, 5. 6. 7. Son, 5, 3. jor8. 
Do, re, mi, &, sol, la, ni, do, sol, mi, do. 

THE TONE LADDER. 

51. The fact that these Eight Degrees include 
every possible distance except the none and deceme 
(ninth and tenth), at which musical tones can be 
placed from each other, was discovered some centuries 
ago in Italy. When sung consecutively the thought 
of ascending or descending a ladder was naturally 
suggested, and the term •« Scale" (Italian word Scala^ 
meaning "ladder,") was adopted. The propriety of 
the name has caused it to be retained by musicians. 
The order of tones being a ** ladder," the distances 
between them are naturally called steps. The tones 
of the Scale can only be learned by imitation. 

The Scale or Tone Ladder may be drawn or neatly 
painted on the blackboard for permanent use in the 
form here shown, six or eight inches wide and eigh- 
teen high, which will afford spaces three inches in 
height to represent tone intervals, and one and a-half 
inch spaces for the semi-tones. Let the scale names 
and numbers be given as here. The exercises should 
be written by the side of the scale in bold fl^-> 
ures* Commas may be used after the figures to in- 
dicate short notes, and the dash for notes prolonged* 
With the pointer, the teacher can direct the work of 
the class more readily, singing the exercises back- 
wards as well as forwards, by numbers, by syllables^ 
by letters, and by simple vowel sounds. 

The following exercises which may be placed upon 
the board, as well as sung from the page, will afford 
much variety of useful practice. They may be greatly 
varied, and supplemented by others to almost any ex- 
tent But it is advised that, at first, they be taken in 
the order here presented, in short lessons^ so that noth« 
ing is passed that is not well learned. Let this drill 
exercise be pleasantly varied by rote singing— at- 
tractive songs and ^miliar hymns being preferred — 
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all of which may afterwards be written in the ntimer- 
als. These figures can be so written as to represent 
tAree octaves, by placing a dash above those tliat fall 
below the staff, below those that are above the staff, 
and before and after those upon the staff — the dash 
all the while representing the Staff; 



(? 




^ 1, 2- 2, 1- 
La 1. 2, 3- 3, 2, 1- 


6 






sol 1,2,3,4-4,8,2,1- 
jTi 1,2,3,4,5-5,4,8,2,1- 
Re 1,2, 8, 4, 5, 6- 6, 5, 4, 3,2,1- 
^12845678-8765482 1- 


5 




(J 

2 
1 










I. 

1884 1488 8814 8184 8418 4818 
1848 1488 8841 8148 8481 4881 
1884 8184 8418 8814 4188 4818 
1848 8148 8481 8841 4188 4881 




n. 


567fi 
568^ 
570( 
5781 
586^ 
587< 


( 6578 7568 8567 185 
6587 7586 8576 158 
) 6758 765H 8657 815 
\ 6785 7685 8675 851 
r 6857 7856 8756 518 
1 6875 7865 8765 581 




III. 


1858 1885 8518 6188 5818 8815 
1885 1858 8581 5188 5881 8851 
1688 8158 8815 5818 8185 8518 
1588 8185 8851 5881 8158 8581 




lY. 


1408 1846 4618 0148 6814 8416 

1486 1864 4681 6184 6841 8461 

1648 4168 4816 6418 8146 8614 

1684 4186 4861 6481 8164 8641 

Y. 

1, 8, 1, 8, 1, 4, 1, 6, 1, e, 1, 7, 1, 8- 

8, 1, 7, 1, 6, 1, 5, 1, 4, 1, 8, 1, 8, 1- 

1, 8, 8, 4, 8, 5, 4, 6, 5, 7, 8- 

8, 6, 7, 5, 6, 4, 5, 8, 4, 8, 8, 1- 




VI. 




6, 8, 7, 6, 6- 5, 5, 6, 6, 6, 4, 8- 
1, 8, 5, 8, 5- 5, 0, 5, 4, 8, 8, 1- 




S;l; 


1, 8, 5, 8, 5- 6, 8, 7, 6, 5, 8, 5- 
5, 6, 5, 8, 5- 6, 8, 6, 4, 8, 8, 1- 



VII. 

$,8,1,8,5,8,5- 1,8,5,8,7,6,5- 1,1,8,8,4,8,1 

5,8,5,5,4,8,8- 5,5,6,5,4,8,8- 1,8,5,8,5,4,8 

8,8,4,8,8,4,5- 8,8,4,8,8,4,5- 4,8,8,4,8,4,5 

5,8,1,4,8,8,1- 5,8,5,4,8,8,1- 6,6,5,4,8,8,1 
VIII. 

1,1,8,8,7,6,5- 8,7,6,5,6,7,8 

5,8,1,8,5,4,8- 8,1,8,8,4,8,8 

8,5,1,5,6,7,8- 4,8,8,1,4,8,8 

8,1,5,4,8,8,1- 8,8,8,1,5,5,1 

MELODIES IN FIGURES. 
1,1,5,5,6<.6,5- 
4,4,8,8,8,8,1- 
:5, 5, 4, 4, 8, 8,8: 
1,1,5,5,6,0,5- 
4,4,8,1,8,8,1- 



8,8,8,8,8,4,5- 
6,6,6,5,4,8,8- 
$,8,8,8,8,4,5- 
6,7,8,1,8,8,1- 



9,1,6,5,4,8,8- 
9,1,5,5,5,4,5- 
8,8,1,6,5,4,8- 
8,8,5,8,8,8,1- 



1,8,5,8,6,8,5 
5,8,6,5,4,8,8 
4,8,6,5,6,7,8 
8,6,5,1,8,8,1 



Tt is of prime importance that there should be a 
feeling of confidence and prompt readiness — ''sure 
touch '* — inpassing from one degree of the Scale to 
another. This can be acquired most readily, as ex- 



perience has shown, by frequent exercises upon the nu> 
merals, alternating with the names of notes, etc, and 
hence much of Uiis practice is here condensed into 
little space. The Scale should be regarded as the 
unit in thinking sounds, and should be taught as a 
whole. The practice of the sounds as relative mental 
objects, should then form a part of each lesson until 
these relative sounds are fiimiliar in every ordinary 
relation to each other. 

Simple melodies and ^miliar tunes may be written 
on the blackboard in numerals^ followed by commas 
or dashes, as the notes are short or long. Pupils may 
thus be femiliarized with the third, fourth, fifth or 
other intervals, by associating them with like inter- 
vals in tunes with which they are perfectly familiar. 
This will be found a hint of much practical value. 
No other country gives so much attention to music as 
Germany, and this, with German teachers, is a favorite 
method of fixing in the mind certain scale intervals. 

Too little attention is directed to developing tone 
perception in the minds of pupils. The teacher who 
sings should frequently soynd the key-note, then sing 
ah or la to any tone or tones in the scale, and have 
the pupils name the number and syllable, and (when 
the key is announced), the letter. The same training 
can be given by sounding the key-note, and having 
a part of the class sing the tones indicated by the 
pointer, while the rest of the class, with their backs 
turned, name the tones' that have been sung. To 
know the name of the note is a very different matter 
from being able to sense the tone^ and much less im- 
portant. -This practical knowledge of tones is essential. 

The teacher should cultivate a soft, distinct, and 
pleasing quality of tone. A good style of singing 
can only be acquired by imitation, and that of the 
teacher should be worthy to be imitated. In these ex- 
ercises the numerals, or names of the sounds, may be 
sung first ; then the syllables. Do, Re, Mi, etc. ; then 
the letters or the pitch of the sounds, and finally the 
syllable ah^ or /a, for each note. Be careful that 
every tone is sung with precision. Use D as one^ 
throughout the above exercises, afterwards the scale of 
E b, E, and C Be sure that the pitch is correct Test 
frequently for correct pitch, with tuning fork, pitch- 
pipe, piano, or organ. The " scale " is sung by the 
Syllables ; the names of the successive sound inter- 
vals by the Numerals ; the pitch of the sounds (the 
key being known) by the Letters — a distinction 
which will be of interest to intelligent pupils. Tliis 
should be so well known to the class that there can 
be no mistake as to what is meant when the teacher 
uses the terms, ** Scale** **Name** ** Pitch,** as words 
of command during the singing exercise. 

Teachers who are not familiar with the scale can, of 
themselves, by the aid of the organ or piano, readily 
master the succession of tones found in these exer- 
cises. The difficulty is not great, and the pleasure 
and profit to teacher and school will be positive and 
lasting — each step forward giving courage for another. 

Observe the following directions for singing : i. Let 
the body be erect, avoiding stiffness or restraint 2. 
Take breath easily and naturally, without raising the 
shoulders. 3. Let the mouth be well opened, taking 
care to avoid rigidity of the muscles of the throat and 
neck. 4. Aim at purity of tone, rather than mere 
power. 3. Practice frequently, singing the vowel a 
(ah), en^voring to prcduce the sound in the front 
part of the mouth. It is recommended to preface the 
a (ah) with the vowels 00, 0, singing them rapidly 
and uniting them with the a, and dwelling upon the 
a; thus, 00, 0, a. This prevents the sound froin 
being made too &r back in the month. 6. Articulate 



l82 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



distinctly, but without apparent effort 7. In singing 
loud pa^i^es, be very careful to avoid sliouting. 

THE KEY-NOTE. 

52 . The Key-note is One of the Scale, and is 
called'the Touic. A minor third above the tonic 
chamcteri/es tlie Minor scale ; a major third, the Major. 

53. The Fifth of the Scale is the Domiimut. 

54. The Fourth, the Sub-Doilliliaut. 

t 55. Tlie Key of a piece of music is the funda. 
mental tone, or one of the Scale in which it is written, 
and it is indicated by the signature. (See Art. 41.) 
It is always Do^ and is in music *' what the founda- 
tion is to a house, home to the traveler, or a port to 
the sailor, from which he takes his departure and to 
which after his voyage he hopes to return *' — the mel- 
ody always ending with the Key-note, The peculiar 
characteristic of diis note Do, in the Major keys, is 
that above it, successively, are always first two whole 
tones, then a semi-tone, followed by three whole tones 
and a semi-tone ; then Do again, and order of inter- 
vals as before. The key of C has no signature. The 
signatures of the keys that follow are as here shown: 

G, one sharp — Ft. 

D, two sharps-^ Ft, Ct. 

A, three sharps — Ft, C t, Gt. 

E, four sharps^ Ft, Ct, Gt, Dt. 

B, five sharps^ Ft, Ct, Gt, Dt, At. 
Ft, six sharps— Ft. Ct, Gt, Dt, At, Et 

F, one flat— Bb. 
Bb, two flats— Bk £b. 
£b, three flats— Bb, Eb, Ab. 
Alf, four flat&— Bb, £b, Ab, Db. 
Db, five flats— Bb, £b, Ab, Db, Gb. 
Gb» six flats— Bb, £b, Ab, DV, Gb, Cb. 

In singing a tune, the first thing to be done is to 
find the Key-note as a starting point. Tlie order of 
the keys in the sharps may very easily be remembered 
from the initial letters in the sentence, " Good Deeds 
Are Ever-Blooming Flowers," the last key being 
Ft instead of F. The order of the keys in flats is 
had by reading the sentence backwards, the first key 
being F, and each of the others adding the flat ([?), 
as Bb> Eb> Ab> Db* and Gb- In Minor tunes, the 
key-note is always a minor third, (three semi-tones), 
below the place named for Do in the above Major 
keys. That is, the key-note is major C or minor A; 
G major or E minor; D major or B minor, etc 

" Next letter above last Sharp," is also a simple 
rule for getting the Key in sharps. One sharp being on 
F, the next letter above is G, the key-note ; two sharps, 
last sharp C, next letter above is D, the key-note ; and 
so on. In the flat keys, count four notes back, in- 
cluding the note made flat ; as B t^, back four notes to 
F, the key-note^ and so on. 

INTERVALS. 

56. An Interval is the difference of pitch be- 
tween any two tones in the scale. 

Unisons are of the same pitch. A Major Second consists 
of a step ; a Minor Second oi a half-step. A Mt^jor Third 
consists of t«ro steps, a Minor Third of a step and a hajf- 
step. A Perfect fourth consists of two steps and a half-step; 
an Augmented Fourth of three steps. A Fer/ect Fifth con- 
sists of three steps and a half-step : a Diminished Fifth of two 
steps and two half-steps. A Perfect Sixth consists of four 
steps and a half-step ; a Diminished Sixth of three steps and 
two half steps. A Major Seventh consists of five steps and a 
half-step; a Minor Seventh uf four steps and two half-steps. 
A Perfect Octave consists of five steps aftd two half-steps. 
These are called Diatonic Intervals, as they are all found in 
the Diatonic Scale. Other intervals, called Chromatic Inter- 
vals , may be formed by the use of sharps and flats. When the 
lower note of the two representing an interval is placed an oc- 
tave higher, or the upper one an octave lower, the interval is 



said to be Inverted. The degrees of an interval arc counted 
upwards, unless the opposite is stated; and the degrees occupied 
by the no*c». as well as the ones between them, are counted. 

CHROMATIC SCALE. 

57. The Cbromatic Scale is a regular suc- 
cession of semi-tones. 

58. The tones of the Chromatic Scale are named 
from the tones of the Diatonic Scale, or the letters of 
the staff; the intermediate ones taking their names 
from one or the other of the tones between which 
they occur, with the addition of the word " sharp " 
or " fiat" Thus, the tone inserted between C and D, 
when named with respect to Absolute Pitch, is called 
C Sharp or D Flat; and with respect to Relative 
Pitch is called Sharp One, or Flat Two, This Scale 
is here given, both Ascending and Descending : 



$ 



T 



^Hi^' ^P 



m^ 



J J iiJ ^^ ^p 



Permanent names, 

C, CfcD, D|,E, F, FtG,Gt,A,At,B, C,etc 
Syllable Names, 

Do, Di, Re, Ri, Mi, Fa, Fi, Sol, Sf , La, Le, SI, Do. 
Pronounced, 

Do, Dee,Ray,Ree,Mee,Fah, Fee3oI,See,La,Lay,See, Do. 
Numeral nameSj 

X, t»» a, |a» 3. 4, #4* 5. ts. 6, #6,7, 8. etc. 






^^¥=^ 



rr f «b< 



^-^•^rrrr 



A, A^.G. Gb, F, E, Eb,D,D[^.C, B, B^.A. 
La, Le, Sol, Se, Fa, Mi, Me, Re, Ra. Do, De, Si, La. 
6* b^» 5, bS, 4, 3, b3, a,ba» ».«*«. 

THE MINOR 8CALB. 

59. The Minor Scale is a Diatonic Scale, and 
is named from its third, which is a minor third ; the 
third of the Major Scale being a major third. The 
minor third is a semi-tone lower than a major third. 

60. The Minor Scale has various forms. In die 
Natural Form the half-steps occur between two 
and three, and five and six. Hence, the Natural 
Minor Scale is formed from the Major Scale, by taking 
The last two notes above and placing them below. 

NATURAL MINOR SCALE. 

— : ^, — ^ ^ ^ =r 



m 



ZEZl 



3. 
Do, 



4> 
Re, 



5. 
Mi, 



6. 7. 
Fa, Sol, 



8. 
La. 



La, Si, 

61. The Harmonic Form differs from the 
Natural form by the introduction of sharp-seven. 



HARMONIC MINOR SCALE. 



^ 



::SE= 



-^- 



«, 3, 3. 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

La, Si, Do, Re, Mi, Fa, Si, La. 

62. The Melodic Form in ascending ha» 
sharp-six and sharp-seven, while it usually descends 
by the Natural form. 

63. The Minor Scale, based upon six of the Major 
Scale, is called its relative minor; and the Major 
Scale, based upon three of the Minor Scale, is called 
its relative major. The signature of a minor piece 
of music is the same as its relative major, the addi- 
tional sharps or flats being introduced before the 
proper notes in the piece. Thus, a minor piece in 
the key of E has the signature of G major, tliat is 
1-jt; and D[? is used instead of D. 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION, 



183 



64. Transposition is changing from one key 
to another, that is, moving Doy or one — the foot of the 
Tone Ladder — ^to a higher or lower place on the Staff. 

€$5« The Transposition of the Scale is changing 
it from one pitch to another — the entire scale being 
transposed — the intervals between the tones, however, 
reinaming the same. In 01-der to keep the intervals 
of steps and half-sieps in the same order as in the 
key of C — represented by the white keys of Organ or 
iiano — it is necessary to use flats or sharps — repre- 
sented on the key-board by the black keys — at each 
transposition, according as one or another degree of 
tlie suff is made one of the Scale. 

OO* All scales are, in a general sense, alike natural. 
Whether the key is C, with neither flats or sharps, 
or E with its four sharps, the singer needs to have no 
consciousness of the fact. He simply sings the scale, 
with no change of thought or impression — its intervals 
being the same in all the keys. It is upon this fact 
that the Tonic Sol- Fa system is based. 

METHOD OF TRANSPOSITION. 

U7, The Scale may be transposed from one pitch 
to any other. It is found to be simplest to transpose 
hy fifths and fourths: that is. to change the key-note 
so that five or four of the old scale will become one 
of the new scale. 

€>8. If one of the scale is placed on C, the inter- 
vals between the tones named by the letters corres- 
pond to those of the scale, as will be seen by the fol- 
lowing : Intervals marked by a >— s are half- steps. 



B, C. 



C, D, E, F, G, A, 

I, 2, 3. 4, 5» 6» 

The key of C therefore requires no sharps or flats, 
and is called the Natural key. 

• 00. If. however, any other letter be taken as one 
of the scale, it will be seen that the intervals do not 
correspond. I'or example, beginning with G, which 
is the fifth of the key of C : 

G, A, B, C, D, E, F, G. 
I, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

From this it will be seen that if one is placed on 
G, F, the fourth of the key of C is a half-step too 
low, and hence the intermediate tone between F and 
G, or F jt, must be taken, thus : 



G, A, B. C. 



E, F|, G. 



I, 2» 3» 4, 5» 6» 7. 8. 
The signature of the key of G is therefore fJJ. 

70. Beginning with D, the fifth of the key of G, 
and substituting F|1 for F: 

D, E, Ft G, A, B. C, D. 

I, 2, 3, 4, 5» 6. 7r8. 

It will be observed that C, the fourth of the key 
of G, is a half-step too low, and hence the tone a half- 
step higher, or C |i must be used, thus : 

D, E, Ff. G. A. B, CJ, D. 

I, 2, 3» 4, 5» ^» 7> 8. 

The signature of key of D is therefore Ftt and Cft. 

71- From the above explanations, we may derive 
the following Rule /or Transposition by Fifths : 



To transpose by Fifths^ make the fifth of the old 
scale the key-note of the next scale, and use sharp- 
four in place of four of the old scale. This rule is 
briefly stated thus : Sharp-four transposes a fiftli. 

725. Again : placing one on F, which is the fourth 
of the key of C : 



F, G, 



O:, 



6, 



Er>. 

8. 



I. 2. 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 

It will be found that B, the seventh of the key of 
C, is a half-step too high, and hence the intermediate 
tone between B and A, or B^, must be taken, thus : 

F, G, A, I3b» C, D, E, F. 

I» 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

The signature of the key of F is therefore B|?. 
73. Beginning with Bb* the fourth of key of i*. 



Bb' 



C, D, E, F, 



I> 2, 3, 4, 



G, 
6, 



A, bb- 



5» o, 7, 
It will be seen that E, the seventh of the key of F, 
is a half-step too high, and hence the tone a halfstep 
lower, or E|? must be used, thus: 

Bb' C, D, Eb. F, G, A, Bb- 

I, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

The signature of key of Bt? is therefore B[? and El?. 

74* By an examination of the above explanations 
we may derive the following Rule for Transposition 
hy Fourths : Make the fourth of the old scale the 
key-note of the new scale, and use flat-seven in place 
of seven of the old scale. This rule is briefly stated 
thus : Flat-seven transposes a fourth. 

7o. In transposing by fifths, those keys are reached 
whose signatures are one or more sharps ; in transpos- 
ing by fourths, tliose keys are reached whose signa- 
tures are one or more fbts. 

MELODY, PASSING TONES, Etc. 

70. A Melody is a single succession of tones. 

77. Tones not essentially belonging to a melody, 
called Pa8Singr Toik'S, are oft^n introduced. 
They are usually represented by small notes. 

7 8. A passing lone that precedes an essential tone 
on an accented part of a measure is called an Ap- 
pojrgiatimi ; one that follows an essential tone on 
an unaccented part of a measure, an After-Toue. 

70. A rapid alternation of a tone with the one 
next alx)ve it is called a Trill or 8hakc. It is 
indicated by er. 

80. A tone sung in rapid succession with 'the 
tones next above and below it is called a Turn. It 
is indicated by cw . The Trill and the Turn do not 
belong to chorus singing. 

31. I^ots placed across a staff before a bar are 
called a Repeat, and indicate that the preceding 
passage is to be repeated. The influence of a I'epeat 
extends back to dots placed after a bar; or, if lliese 
are omitted, to the beginning. 

82. Da CapOy or D. C, indicates a return to 
the beginning. * I>al So^jflio, or D. S., indicates 
a return to a character called a Sipfliy ^ 

83. Fine indicates the place to end after a D. 0. 
or a D. S. 

84. The Hold or Pause, ^, signifies that the 
sound should be prolonged, and Ibe beating suspended 
until the singer is ready to proceed 
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85« If two or more tones of a melody are to be 
sung to one syllable, the notes representing them are 
generally connected by a character called a Slur* 
The Slur is also used to indicate a Legato movement 

80. If a syllable is to be sung to a tone repre- 
sented by two or more notes, these notes are usually 
connected by a Tie. (See Art ii.) 



\ 



YNAMICS : Power of Tones. 



87. The power of tones may be indicated by the 
following Italian words, marks, or abbreviations: 

MezzOf . . . . m, . . . medium. 
Piano, . • . . Pi . . . soft 
Forte, . . . . f , . . . loud. 
Pianissimo, . . pp, . . . very soft. 
Fortissimo, , . ff , . . . very loud. 
Mezzo Piano. . mp, . . moderately soft. 
Mezzo Forte, , mf, . . moderately loud. 
Crescendo, . ^. ores., or ^-s^, . gradual increase. 
Diminuendo, . dim., or rr-- , gradual decrease. 
Swell, . . . "*=^ ;=>-, . increase and decrease. 
Sforzando, , -< ®*?sfz, , . an explosive tone, with 
sudden decrease. , 

88. The following y^ords and characters are also 
sometimes used to indicate proper delivery of tones: 

Legato, .^— ^, tones smooth and connected. 
Staccato, f f f tones very short and disconnected. 
Semi-Staccato, or Marcato, • • • tones moder- 
ately short and disconnected. 

89. Vocal Utterance, or the Emission of tone, 
should be instantaneous, decided, and firm; and the 
tone should be free, open, round, full, pure, and as 
resonant as possible. 

IH>. A necessary quality of good singing is the 
proper articulation and pronunciation of the words. 
Avoid singing a word without properly speaking it; 
or speaking a word without properly singing it Do 
not sing with a too exact, machine-like correctness. 
He careful and accurate, but put expression, soul, and 
intelligent personality into your work. 

91 • Breath should be taken at such places as will 
not mar the sense; at pauses and after emphatic words. 

MARKS OF EXPRESSION. 

92. The following list includes ordinary marks of 
expression, with certain other terms used in music: 
Accelerando, or accel., accelerate the time, gradually 
faster and ftister; ad libitum, or ad lib., at pleasure; 
animato, or con anima, animated, with animated ex- 
pression; affetuoso, tender, affecting; agitato, with 
ajgitation, anxiously; amoroso or con amore, affec- 
tionately, tenderly; a tempo, in time ; Bon marcato, 
in pointed, well-marked nianner; bis, twice; bril- 
liante, gay, brilliant, sparkling; brio or con brio, 
with brilliancy and spirit; Cantata, a composition of 
several movements, comprising airs, recitations and 
choruses; coda, a close, or additional ending of a 
composition; con aj^eto, with expression; con dolore, 
mournfully, with gnef and pathos; con energia, with 
energy; con expressione, with expression; confuoco, 
with ardor, fire; con grazia, with grace and elegance; 
con moto, with agitation, emotion; con spirito, with 
spirit, animation; Deciamando, declamato, in decla- 
matory style; dolce, soft, tender, sweet ; dolorosa, ten- 
der and pathetic; Energico, with eneigy; expressvuo, 
with expression; Forzando, with sudden increase of 
power; Grave., with slow and solemn expression; 
Lentando, gradually slower; loco, passage to be 
played exactly as written in regard to the pitch— it 
usually occurs after the sign 8va - • • whicn means 



that the note or passage thus marked has been raised 
or lowered an octave ; Maestoso, with dignified, ma- 
jestic expression; mesto or mestoso, pensive, sad, 
mournful; mezzo, m medium degree, as mtzzo forte, 
rather loud, mezzo piano, rather soft; m£ZM voce, with 
moderation as to tone; molto, much or very, as molto 
voce, with a full voice; Non, not; non troppo, not too 
much; Piu, more; piu mosso, with more motion, 
faster; poco, somewhat, rather, as poco piano, some- 
what soft; poco presto, rather quick; RalUntanJo, 
{rallen or rail.) gradually slower and softer; red- 
tando, a speaking manner of performance; recitative, 
musical declamation; rinforzando, suddenly increas- 
ing in power; ritardando, {ritard or rit.) a retard- 
ing of tlie movement; Sostenuto, sustained; sotto, 
under, below, as sotto voce, with subdued voice; 
spirito or con spirito, with spirit, animation; spirt- 
toso, with great spirit; Tutti, the whole, full chorus; 
Vigorosc, bold, energetic; veloce, witli rapidity; 
vivace, quick and cheerful; vivo, lively, animated; 
void subito, turn the page quickly. 

CHORDS AND HARMONY. 

93. A Chord is a pleasing combination of tones 
sounded together. 

94. Harmony is a succession of chords, ac- 
cording to the rules of progression and modulation. 

95* The Common Chord is formed by com- 
bining any tone with its third and fifth. If the third 
of the chord is a Major third, the chord is a Major 
chord; if Minor, it is a Minor chord, 

96. The chord founded upon the Key-note, or 
Tonic, is called the chord of the Tonic; the chord 
founded upon the Dominant is called the chord of the 
Dominant; and the chord founded upon the Sub- 
Dominant is called the chord of the Sub-Dominant. 

97. The Chord of the Seventh is the com- 
mon chord with the minor-seventh added. This 
chord is generally founded upon the Dominant If 
founded on G, the Dominant of C, it is composed of 
the tones G, B, D, F. 

98. Either the fifth or the octave of a chord may 
be omitted, but the third must always be present, ex- 
cept in the dominant seventh chord. 

99. The different forms of a chord can be made 
by placing either the key-note, or third, or fifth, in the 
bass, the first being the first position, the second the 
second position, and the third the third position of the 
chord. The positions of the chord of C are : 



1st Position. 



8d Position. 



8d Position. 
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1 00. The positions of the chord of the dominant 
seventh are as follows: 

1st Position. 2d Position. 8d Position. 4th PoslUon. 

— <2^- 
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The above positions are in the key of C It will 
be found to be of advantage for the teacher to explain 
them in all the keys, and to require pupils to write 
them, giving the Tonic, Dominant, Sub-Dominant, 
and Chord of the Seventh, in the different keys. A 
correct knowledge of the laws of Harmony b essen- 
tial to the arrangement of music for voices or instm- 
ments. As it is not possible to treat this subject at 
any length in these pages, the student is referred to 
more extended works for its discussion, and to indi* 
vidual or class training by a competent instructor. 
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